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TOIKEOIKE 


Oct.  25.  1977 


Frisological  Aeronautics  to  help  the  Artsman 


Once  upon  a time  an  engineering 
science  student  in  aerospace  science 
decided  to  do  something  for  a special 
breed  of  deprived  individuals. 
"Deprived  individuals?",  you  say, 
somewhat  incredulously.  Why  yes,  of 
course:  the  artsman  (not  to  be  con- 
fused with  the  cvcr-popular  art- 
swoman).  "But  hold  on.  Did  I hear 
you  correctly?"  you  expound  with 
surprise,  "an  engineer  using  his 
valuable  time,  talent,  and  expertise  to 
help  the  silly,  squirming  artsmaniacal 
masses?"  Well,  engineers  have  been 
known  to  lend  an  occasional  hand  to 
those  'squirming  masses’;  actually, 
'occasional'  is  not  quite  the  proper 
word,  but  rather  occasional  X 10/?  is 
more  like  it. 

But  that's  beside  the  point.  The  fact 
is,  there  was  an  engineering  science 
student  with  some  time  to  kill,  in- 
credible as  it  may  seem.  He  was  a 
typical  all-star  engineer  who  felt  a wee 
(usually  ever-so-wee  but  this  engineer 
felt  it  in  a big  wee)  bit  of  pity  for  the 
lesser  artsmen.  You  might  as  well  meet 
him  - his  name  was  Oliver.  But  that's 
beside  the  nnint . 

So  what  is  the  point?  Well,  the 
point  is,  when  it  comes  to  women 
(nurses  too),  engineers  have  it  made, 
artsmen  - well,  uhh,  ahh,  - you  know 
how  it  is  - besides,  what  can  you  ex- 
pect' 'In  put  it  bluntly,  the  artsman 
docs  not  'have  it  made'  - the  artsman 
has  no  creditable  experience  with  the 
distinguished  art  of  social  intercourse 
with  the  opposite  sex.  an  art  practised 
often  and  made  famous  in  engineering 
circles.  The  'squirmng  masses’  don't 
even  come  close  to  hopeless,  but  then 
we  cannot  all  be  endowed  with  the  rare 
and  sought-after  qualities  of  the 
engineer. 

Before  we  get  into  the  meaty  fibre  of 
this  exciting  talc  let's  examine  the 
engineer  and  artsman  - in  jux- 
taposition, so  to  speak.  In  doing  this, 
we  will  greater  appreciate  the  following 
talc  So  as  not  to  bore  you  with 
already-known  facts,  the  following 
portraits  arc  brief  and  only  touch  on 
the  subject:  a pity  in  the  case  of  the 
engineer,  and  out  of  pity  in  the  case  of 
the  artsman  Whereas  an  engineer  is 
surrounded  and  idolized  by 
multitudinous  masses  of  voluptuous, 
ultra-attractive  girls;  an  artsman,  if 
he’s  lucky,  may  find  himself 
surrounded  by  multitudinous  masses 
of  voracious,  ultra-hungry  squirrels.  So 
there  you  have  it,  a rough,  and  perhaps 
crude  or  cruel  comparison.  Never- 
theless, the  portraits  arc  direct,  biting, 
and  to  the  point.  On  with  the  story. 

Now,  Oliver  thought  he  would  take 
on  the  head-scratching,  brain-bursting 
problem  of  helping  the  artsman  'make 
out'  with  the  opposite  and  fair  sex  (of 
the  human  race,  that  is).  Knowing  full 
well  that  this  was  not  your  average 
problem,  but  a collosal  undertaking 
more  like  your  average  'Mission 
Impossible’,  or  something  that  makes 
engineering  exams  look  like  cherry  pic, 
Oliver  started  his  project.  His  friends 
thought  the  whole  idea  of  helping  the 
artsman  was  absurd,  and  reminded 


him  that  he  had  only  wanted  to  kill 
some  time  and  not  his  future.  Oliver, 
however,  was  exceptionally  bright  and 
could  already  forsec  a solution  to  the 
sexual  ineptitude  of  the  artsman. 
Oliver  had  a frisbee  in  mind.  - Well, 
he  was  an  aeronautical  engineer 
(almost),  and  flying  objects  were  right 
up  his  alley  but  a frisbee?  Why  not? 
Remember,  Oliver  was  going  to  help 
the  artsman,  not  change  him  (a 
decidedly  impossible  task).  The  idea, 
then,  was  to  aid  the  artsman  in  getting 
a girl,  and  after  that  it  was  up  to  him  to 
keep  her  interested  (also  an  impossible 
task).  But  a frisbee? 

Well,  to  begin  the  frisbee  is  a 
popular  and  widely-known 
aeronautical  device.  The  store-bought 
toy  made  of  plastic  is  great  for  goofing 
off  and  killing  tirne;  and  in  essence, 
that  is  precisely  what  Oliver  was  doing; 
however,  Oliver's  version  of  the  frisbee 
was  greatly  modified,  but  with  in- 
tricate complexities.  Basically,  apart 
from  shape,  these  modifications 
amounted  to  a start  from  scratch.  An 
entirely  new  method  of  form  and  a 
new  curvature  were  derived,  and  the 
ingenious  use  of  strategic  curves  and 
small  raised  surfaces  where  necessary 
contributed  to  the  aerodynamic 
stability.  The  result  - a thing, 
christened  by  Oliver  as  a frislove. 

The  frislove  was  the  first  of  a new ' 
breed  of  love-inducing  tricks;  a sort  of 
flying  love  potion,  as  it  were.  A 
hopeful  frislovcr  would  simply  spot  the 
girl  of  his  dreams,  conceal  himself  in 
an  inconspicuous  place,  and  throw  the 
frislove  at  her,  the  object  being  to 
knock  her  in  the  head.  The  impact  of 
the  special  curvature  on  the  edge  of  the 
frislove  would  cause  the  girl  to  fall 
instantly  in  love  with  the  thrower  of 
the  object.  Again  we  remind  you  that 
it  would  be  up  to  the  artsman  to  keep 
her  interested,  and  because  of  this, 
Oliver  wasn’t  too  worried  about  losing 
his  multitudinous  masses  of  volup- 
tuous, ultra-attractive  girls.  The 
frislove  was  so  ingeniously  built  that  it 
was  almost  impossible  to  throw  it 
incorrectly.  Almost.  This  meant  that 
even  an  artsman  should  have  been  able 
to  learn  to  throw  3 frislove  in  as  few  as 
four  weeks  with  a minimum  of  200 
hours  in  class  and  in-the-field  practical 
training,  Should  have  been. 

Anyway,  Oliver  was  given  space  in 
the  Engineering  Annex  (as  opposed  to 
the  New  Engineering  Cramped  Annex) 
and  he  formed  a new  company, 
Frislove  Connections,  Limited.  Before 
starting  production  he  took  out  a 
patent  fot  the  frislove  and  announced 
his  new  invention  to  the  world.  The 
simply  fantastic  response  was  over- 
whelming: orders  for  the  frislove  had 
reached  over  three  million  units  in  just 
less  that  two  weeks.  Oliver  became 
world  famous,  virtually  overnight.  Few 
noo-artsmen  took  him  seriously,  and 
the  multitudinous  masses  of  volup- 
tuous, ultra-attractive  girls  scoffed  and 
protested  at  the  mere  mention  of 
falling  in  love  with  an  artsman  (an 
artsman!),  especially  at  the  mere  toss  of 
a frislove.  Nevertheless,  Oliver 


managed  to  be  nominated  for  the 
Nobel  Love  Prize.  It  was  instant 
success:  a simple  desire  to  kill  some 
time  had  turned  into  a prospective 
multi-million  dollar  venture  which 
would  have  meant  big  bucks  and  an 
early  retirement  for  our  friend  Oliver. 

In  the  beginning,  things  weren't  all 
that  green  (moneywisc)  because  the 
frislove  had  not  been  used  by  art  ar- 
tsman. No-one,  not  even  Oliver  could 
be  sure  that  an  artsman  could  actually 
handle  a frislove,  and  it  had  to  be 
tested  for  legal  reasons,  before  Oliver 
would  be  able  to  proceed  with  his 
scheme. 

Unfortunately,  the  artsmen  were -not 
completely  clued  out  when  enquiring 
about  the  frislove.  Many  artsmen  had 
lawyer  friends,  and  a simple  (very 
simple)  clear  cut  guarantee  was 
requested  for  the  frislove;  thus  the 
frislove  had  to  be  tested  to  avoid 
lawsuits  later  on.  So,  Oliver  formed  a 
committee  to  search  for  a reasonably 
intelligent  and  totally  unattached 
artsman  to  try  out  his  new  invention. 
‘Totally  unattached  was  no  problem', 
but  ‘reasonably  intelligent’  was 
something  else  again.  The  committee 
was  lucky,  though,  and  they  found  a 
candidate  within  three  days.  His  name 
was  Burchid  Smallorgan. 

Well,  Burchid  turned  out  to  be 
more  than  reasonably  intelligent  - he 
was  a brain  child.  Burchid  actually 
learned  the  rudiments  of  throwing  a 
frislove  after  only  100  hours  of  class 
and  field  training.  The  big  day  finally 
arrived  - the  first  actual  test  of  the 
frislove.  Oliver  accompanied  Burchid 
to  Queen’s  Park  and  there  they  waited 
for  a voluptuous,  ultra-attractive  girl. 

At  first,  Burchid  hit  a handsome, 
well-built  male  engineer.  Oliver  was 
patient  and  passed  it  off  as  a mere 
blunder.  Explaining  the  situation  to 
the  handsome  engineer  was  impossible 
and  Burchid  received  a mild  con- 
cussion. Later  that  same  day  Burchid 
tried  again,  but  he  kept  hitting  males. 
Oliver  was  totally  disgusted  with 
Burchid  and  came  to  the  conclusion 
that  Burchid  was  gay  (not  the  happy 
kind  of  gay).  Oliver  asked  Burchid  why 
he  never  tried  to.  hit  him  with  the 
frislove,  and  Burchid  replied,  "If  I hit 
you,  then  who  is  going  to  teach  me 
frisology?"  After  that,  Oliver  tok  the 
frislove  from  him  and  went  home  to 


BOOK  REVIEW 

The  Humpit  — J.  R.  R.  Toking 

A sex-crazed  midget  artsie  flips  out 
and  treks  around  the  country  side 
raping  small  farm  animals  and  downed 
pigeons. 

505-9  Kelvin  — Ray  Redberries 

Pyromaniac  Gay  Montug  on  a 
drunken  binge  flicks  his  Bic  in  order  to 
incinerate  all  Varsity's  in  sight. 

Pleasure  Island  — Pervert  Louis 
Stevenson 

Unlike  a search  for  candies,  which  is 
a candy  hunt,  this  is  a search  for  a very 


think  of  something  else. 

The  next  day  Oliver  decided  to  try 
another  artsman.  This  one  was  known 
as  Paulstin.  After  another  set  of 
preparatory  lessons,  which  were  revised 
for  Paulstin's  sake,  Oliver  again  tried 
to  test  his  student  in  Queen's  Park.  It 
wasn’t  very  long  until  a very  gorgeous 
girl  came  by.  Without  hesitation 
Paulstin  threw  his  frislove.  The  frislove 
knocked  the  girl  in  the  head  and  she 
fell  instantly  in  love  (and  instantly  to 
the  ground).  When  he  reached  his 
lovely  prize,  the  girl  literally  dropped 
all  over  him  with  a dreamy  look  in  her 
eyes.  The  excited  Paulstin  picked  her 
up  in  his  arms  and  ran  off  with  her, 
leaving  Oliver  behind,  beaming  with 
delight.  Five  minutes  after  the  couple 
had  disappeared  Paulsjin  returned. 
Oliver  asked  him,  "What  happened? 
Why  are  you  here?  Where  is  the  girl?" 
Paulstin  had  a beaming  smile  on  his 
face  and  replied,  "Oh,  everything  is 
fine.  Do  you  know  that  the  girl  looked 
like  she  was  going  to  faint?  You’ll  be 
glad  to  know  that  I wasted  no  time  and 
took  her  straight  to  Sick  Children's 
Hospital."  This  time  Oliver  nearly 
drove  the  artsman  into  the  ground; 
instead,  in  his  rage,  he  uprooted  two 
trees. 


Ah,  Yes. . . .I  can  see  you’re  a nurse! 


island.  The  main  villian  in  this  tail  is 
Pegleg  (Which  leg?). 


The  Deep  — Benched  Peter  - 
The  trials  and  tribulations  of  an 
exhausted  deep  diver  in  search  of  the 
bottom  of  his  girlfriend,  a nurse. 


Mine  Kuntz  — Adolf  Clitler 

An  excellent  account  of  Eva  Braun’s 
tail  as  concubine  for  the  high-ranking 
officers  of  the  Ratzi  party. 

King  Leer  — William  Shakesbeer 

The  voyeur  of  the  year  outdoes 
himself  by  secluding  himself  in  the 
drain  at  the  showers  at  the  Y.W.C.A. 

Rumpledforskin  Stumpy  Grim- 
mmmmm m 

A slightly  destroyed  physicist  makes 
a deal  with  an  unfortunate  nurse  to 
transmutatc  straw  into  iridium  in 
exchange  for  her  first-born  male 
engineer. 


In  a fit  of  desperation  Oliver  and  his 
committee  came  up  with  the  brilliant 
idea  of  getting  an  engineer  to  pose  as 
an  artsman  in  the  testing  of  the 
frislove.  Needless  to  say,  this  worked. 
On  the  guarantee,  the  tester  of  the 
frislove  was  referred  to  as  the  alleged 
artsman.  The  frislove  buyers  of 
Canada,  America,  and  the  world  over 
fell  for  it. 

Oliver  made  a killing  on  the  in- 
vention and  grossed  500  million  dollars 
within  a month.  He  quickly  sold  the 
entire  frislove  empire,  including  all 
liability,  to  an  enterprising  artsman  for 
the  vast  sum  of  ten  dollars.  The  new 
tycoon  was  soon  up  to  his  ears  in  legal 
hassle.  Artsmen  were  initially 
delighted  with  the  results  after  the  end 
of  the  first  session  of  frisology  lessons, 
but  then  the  truth  came  out.  No  ar- 
tsman could  keep  his  girl  interested, 
and  they  simply  ended  up  with  a 
twenty  dollar  piece  of  plastic,  suitable 
for  throwing  away.  Many  tried  to  sue 
Oliver,  but  none  were  successful,  for 
nothing  in  the  guarantee  had  been  said 
about  long-term  love.  Oliver  ended  up 
scot-free,  filthy  rich,  and  was 

surrounded  for  ever  after  by 
multitudinous  masses  of  voIuptuous( 
ultra-attractive  girls. 


At  a recent  Toike  make — up  we  were 
surprised  to  see  a new  face  in  our 
midst,  drawn  out  of  the  rain  by  the 
free  booze.  Although  he  appeared  no 
different  from  your  average  Queen's 
Park  rubby,  as  we  observed  him  we 
realised  that  he  was  indeed  the  original 
engineer.  W.  C.  Fields!  Tired  of  all  chc 
Artsie  faggots  in  Hollywood,  he  has 
cum  back  to  spend  some  time  with  real 
men  and  give  us  his  views  on  life: 

U of  T — There  comes  a time  in  the 
affairs  of  man  when  he  must  take  the 
bull  by  the  tail  and  face  the  situation. 

Artsics  — I'll  be  sober  tomorrow  but 
you'll  be  crazy  for  the  rest  of  your  life. 

B.F.C.  — I’m  beginning  to  see  the 
footprints  of  a foul  conspiracy. 

Values(Problcm  Sets,  Experiments) 

— Anything  worth  having  is  worth 
cheating  for. 

Gambling  — Don’t  forget,  Lady 
Godiva  put  everything  she  had  on  a 
horse. 

Sex  — There  may  be  some  things 
better  than  sex,  and  some  things  may 
be  worse,  but  there  is  nothing  exactly 
like  it. 

Petitions  — If  at  first  you  don’t 
succeed,  try,  try  again.  Then  quit.  No 
use  being  a damn  fool  about  it. 

Dr.  John  — According  to  you,  every 
thing  we  do  is  either  illegal,  immoral, 
or  fattening. 

Nurses  — I was  in  love  with  a 
beautiful  nurse  once  — she  drove  me 
to  drink  — ' tis  the  one  thing  I’m 
indebted  to  her  for. 

Oktoberfcst  scene  — Ah,  yes..  . Beer 
flowing  through  the  estate  over  your 
grandmother's  paisley  shawl. 

Water  — My  best  friend  died  from 
drinking  too  much  water,  his  was  a case 
of  internal  drowning. 

More  Water  — I never  drink 
water...:. fish  fornicate  in  it! 

Children  — Get  away  from  me  you 
little  bastard!  For  two  cents  or  even 
one,  I'd  kick  in  your  teeth! 

Himself  — I may  be  a liar  but  at 
least  I'm  a gentlemen. 

Other  People  — Any  man  who  hates 
children  can’t  be  all  bad. 

Death  — Ah,  yes.  ..To  die  in  a vat 
of  Whisky  Death,  where  is  thy 
sting? 

Education  — I should  have  gone  to 
nightschool,  then  I'd  be  able  to  add. 

Cards  — I'm  a broadminded  man 

— gads,  I don’t  object  to  nine  aces  in 
one  deck.  But,  when  Joe  has  five  aces 
in  one  hand, and  I dealt  myself  four 
aces  — And  besides  that,  1 know  what 
I dealt  him! 

Well-attired  Artsies  — Ah, 
Yes.. ..All  dressed  up  like  a well-kept 
grave. 

Engineers  — We  note  the 
derogatory  rumors  concerning  our  use 
of  alcoholic  stimulants  and  lavish 
living  It  is  the  penalty  of  greatness. 

TOIKE  STAFF  — Every  cloud  has  a 
silver  lining  and  every  plate  of 
vegetable  soup  is  filled  with 
vegetables. 

Doing  another  TOIKE  article  — 
Don't  telegraph WRITE!!!! 
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To  be  continued  .. 
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When  we  last  saw  Luke,  he  was 
unconscious  and  bleeding;;  lying 
helplessly  on  the  deserts  of  Tatooine. 

As  he  struggled  to  regain  con- 
sciousness, waves  of  nauseating  stench 
poured  over  him.  Through  his 
watering  eyes  he  could  see  the  ap- 
proach of  a dark  figure.  Suppressing  a 
bout  of  the  dry  heaves,  Luke  frantically 
tried  to  ram  sand  up  his  nose. 
Unfortunately,  the  dust  made  him 
sneeze  and  he  sandblasted  Freebio  to  a 
space-age  shine.  The  envious  4Q  unit 
proceeded  to  pack  more  sand  up 
Luke's  nose. 

"You're  lucky  to  be  alive,  young 
Luke,"Kenobby  said  as  he  arrived  on 
the  scene. 

"I  wish  I were  dead,"  Luke  replied 
miserably,  urging  the  4Q  robot  to 
continue  packing. 

"I  can't  leave  you  here  in  the  desert. 
Come,  I'll  take  you  to  my  cave  where 
you'll  be  safe.  I’ve  even  got  a nice  fire 
going  there,"  Kenobby  offered 

graciously. 

Clawing  the  sand,  Luke  was 
dragged  by  the  heels  towards  a thin 
but  thickening  black  cloud  on  the 
horizon. 

Upon  arrival  at  the  cave,  both  droids 
started  to  pack  sand  up  their  noses. 

"Jesus  Christ,  what  are  you  burning 
in  there,  shit?”  asked  Luke. 

Nodding  affirmatively,  Kenobby 
replied,  "It’s  not  much,  but  it's 
home." 

Unable  to  continue,  both  robots  tore 
out  their  olfactory  circuits.  It  would 
stop  the  smell,  but  not  the  corrosion. 

"How  can  you  stand  this  smell?" 
choked  Luke.  The  old  man  smiled 
softly. 

"I  was  once  a Jedi  Knight,  my 
young  friend.  Pan  of  our  rigorous 
training  was  to  camp  in  a Bantha's 
asshole.  The  ability  to  tolerate  the 
‘Force’  was  what  separated  the  Jedi 
from  other  men." 

"By  a great  distance. "muttered 
Luke. 

Kenobby  continued,  "Young  Luke, 
your  own  father  was  a Jedi  Knight  as 
well... one  of  the  finest."  Luke 
couldn’t  imagine  how  he  was  con- 
ceived. 

"How  did  my  father  die?"  Luke 
inquired,  barely  interested. 

"He  was  betrayed  and  murdered  by 
a young  pupil  of  mine,  called  Death 
Farter,  who  thought  nothing  of 
smoking  jawa  vomit,"  Kennobby 
answered  sadly.  Luke  stopped  picking 
his  nose  at  the  thought. 
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From  the  Adventures  of  Luke  Dogfuckcr  Part  2 
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"Luke,  your  father’s  dying  wish  was 
that  you  should  never  experience  the 
power  of  the  Force.  But  I never  liked 
your  father,  so  I have  something  for 
you.  A geniune  laser  powered  Jedi 
Knight  Dickstick  (batteries  not  in- 
cluded)." Luke  viewed  the  flaccid 
weapon  with  chimp-like  curiosity. 
Finding  a button  at  its  base,  he  pressed 
it  and  the  stick  sprang  to  life,  blasting 
Freebio  through  the  cave  wall.  It  was 
long  and  metallic,  and  it  throbbed 
with  power:  Luke’s  daydreaming  was 
interrupted  by  shrieks  emanating  from 
4Q. 

"By  the  way,  Kenobby,  this  elec- 
tronic toilet-bowl  has  a recorded 
message  in  it  for  you, "said  Luke.  4Q 
played  the  message. 

"Who  is  that  wailing,  hook-nosed, 
pushy  bitch?’’asked  Kenobby. 

"I  don't  know,  but  she  has  great 
knockers,"  Luke  said  as  he  licked  his 
eyebrows.  Just  then,  4Q  spit  out  a 
concealed  tape  cartridge. 

"Young  Luke,  this  tape  must  be 
important.  It  has  ‘Gaping  Flaw  in 
Otherwise  Indestructible  Death  Star’ 
written  on  it. "Kenobby  said.  Luke 
stared  at  him  quizzically,  much  the 
same  way  he  stared  whenever  anybody 
used  three  syllable  words  in  con- 
versation. 

"Luke,  I could  use  your  help.  But 
mind,  it's  one  thing  to  be  a dogfuckcr 
on  Tatooine,  do  you  think  you  could 
do  itvon  a galactic  level?"  asked 
Kenobby. 

"I  think  I could  rise  to  the  oc- 
casion," Luke  retorted. 

"Then  we  must  leave  for  Mos  Eisely 


to  bully  some  poor  sap  into  taking  us 
to  Alderaan." 

The  four  adventurers  jumped  into 
Kenobby’s  landspeeder  and  chugged 
away,  leaving  a trail  of  rusty  bolts  and 
burning  oil  behind  them. 

On  the  way,  Luke  noticed  the. 
burned  out  remains  of  his  former 
home.  Two  smouldering  corpses  lay  on 
the  ground.  It  was  all  that  was  left  of 
his  family. 

"Guess  I won't  have  to  ask  per- 
mission to  save  the  Universe,"  Luke 
casually  observed. 

"I  didn't  know  your  uncle  and  aunt 
smoked,"  said  Kenobby,  and  they 
laughed  all  the  way  to  town. 

The  entrance  to  Mos  Eisely  was 
guarded  by  Imperial  Porn  Troopers. 
The  landspeeder  was  waved  to  a stop  at 
the  gates  by  a guard.  Kenobby  winked 
at  Luke. 

The  guard  insisted  that  Kenobby 
open  the  window,  and  then  foolishly 
stuck  his  head  inside.  Before  the 
question  even  formed  on  his  lips,  his 
eyes  went  glassy,  his  face  stiffened,  he 
turned  yellow,  he  coughed  up  blood 
and  dropped  dead  on  the  spot. 

"It's  okay  now  Luke.  We  can  go  on 
through,"  Kenobby  said.  Luke 
marvelled  at  the  power  of  the  Force. 

After  a few  near  accidents,  Kenobby 
crashed  the  landspeeder  into  the  door 
of  a local  pub.  All  four  pryed  them- 
selves from  the  wreckage  and  entered 
the  dimly  lit  bar. 

"Hey  you,  we  don't  serve  their  kind 
in  here,"  the  bartender  said.  Luke 
grabbed  Kenobby  by  the  scruff  of  the 
neck. 


''Not  him,  you  jerk.  Those  droids." 

Lukw  laughed  light-  hcartedly. 
"Sorry  about  that,  old  bastard." 
Freebio  and  4Q  left  the  bar. 

"Can't  take  you  anywhere,  can^I?" 
Freebio  said  to  4Q,  kicking  him  in  his 
tin  can. 

Looking  around  the  bar,  Luke  saw 
the  most  unusual  entities  he  had  ever 
seen  in  his  life. 

There  were  tall  creatures  with 
leathery  skin,  long  tapir-like  snouts,, 
heavily  clawed  hands  and  huge 
compound  eyes.  Others  were  multi- 
legged, green-scaled  spidery  creatures 
with  gossamer  wings.  Still  others  had 
tentacle-like  arms  and  legs  and  large 
antennae  on  their  massive  heads.  One 
even  propositioned  Luke,  seeing  the 
Dickstik  in  his  pocket. 

"Hiya  big  boy.  Is  that  a blaster  in 
your  pocket,  or  are  you  just  glad  to  sec 
me?"  asked  one  of  the  more  reserved 
beings. 

Luke  looked  in  disgust.  Not  being 
canine,  she  held  no  interest  for  him.  It 
was  only  upon  a closer  examination 
that  he  realized  there  was  not  one 
female  in  the  bar. 

"Shit,  this  is  a galactic  gay  bar,” 
Luke  whined  in  protest.  Looking  over 
to  a corner  table,  he  saw  Kenobby 
talking  to  a large,  furry,  muscular 
beast.  Luke  walked  over  to  join  in. 

"Ah,  young  Luke.  1 wish  to  in- 
troduce Blowjobba,  the  hundred  inch 
Whoopie.  Blowie,  this  is  my  new 
friend,  Luke  Dogfuckcr,"  Kenobby 
said  to  both.  Luke  couldn't  help  but 
admire  the  Whoopie's  unusual  scarf 
(all  one  hundred  inches  of  it). 





"Blowie  is  the  first  and  best  mate  on 
the  Millenium  Faggot.  And  here  comes 
the  captain  of  that  ship  now.” 

From  the  opposite  corner  of  the  bar, 
a gaudily-dressed  figure  skipped  over. 

"Hi  guys,  I’m  Hand  Solo,”  he  said. 
Luke  couldn't  help  but  admire  his 
powerful  right  arm. 

Hand  Solo  was  a fine  figure  of  a 
man.  He  wore  a sequined  jockstrap,  a 
pink  fishnet  body  stocking,  and  knee- 
high  leather  boots.  A yellow  cape  was 
draped  over  his  frame,  and  he  held  a 
long  cigarette  holder  between  his 
chapped  lips. 

"I'm  going  to-throw  up,"  Luke  said 
to  Kenobby. 

"Watch  yourself,  sweetie,"  Solo 
cautioned  "Blowie  tells  me  that 
you're  looking  for  a fast  ship,  old 
man."  he  said,  blowing  a kiss  to 
Blowjobba.  Luke  threw  up. 

"What's  the  cargo?"  Solo  asked. 
Kenobby  answered,  "Myself,  the 
boy,  and  two  droids.  I hope  that  your 
ship  is  fast  enough,  Hand." 

"Fast?  You've  never  heard  of  the 
Millenium  Faggot?"  Solo  asked  in 
disbelief.  "I've  been  jacking  around 
with  the  engine  and  now  it'll  do  the 
Logan  Run  in  less  than  a millcnium. 
But  first,  there’s  the  small  matter  of 
my  fee  for  this  voyage.” 

"Wrong,  Solo.  There's  a bigger 
matter  of  a bill  for  two  thousand 
Shirley  Temples  you’ve  had,"  the 
bartender  interrupted. 

"How  tacky,"  Solo  said,  touching  a 
button  on  his  cigarette  holder.  The 
bartender  was  replaced  by  a wisp  of 
smoke.  Luke  realized  that  under 
Hand’s  smooth  effeminate  veneer  lay  a 
cold,  mercenary  heart.  An  unusually 
vicious  poof. 

"Now,  about  my  fee...."  Solo 
reminded. 

"Well  give  you  five  thousand 
units,"  Kenobby  offered. 

"That  wouldn't  keep  me  in  silk 
panties  for  a year,"  Solo  chirped. 

"You'll  get  ten  thousand  more 
when  we  reach  Alderaan,”  Kenobby 
said  with  finality. 

"Simply  super.  See  you  in  docking 
bay  94  in  an  hour,"  Solo  said. 

"Why  do  we  have  to  wait  an  hour 
before  we  take  off?"  Luke  asked. 

' ' I buggered  something  the  last  time 
I was  working  on  the  engine,  and  it's 
just  a bitch  to  start , ' ' Solo  replied . 

Having  agreed  to  the  deal,  all 
concerned  left  the  bar. 

An  hour  later,  Luke,  Kenobby 
Freebio  and  4Q  stood  before  the 
Millenium  Faggot. 

"What  a fucking  shitbox!"  Luke 
said.  Kenobby  stared  lit  the  sagging 
ancient,  rusted  hulk  in  disbelief. 

"A  rcai  beaut,  isn't  she ? I got  a 
great  deal  on  it  from  a fast-talking, 
loud-mouthed  jawa,"  Hand  said 
proudly. 

Freebio  and  4Q  looked  at  each 
other.  Suddenly,  McDonald's  was  their 
kind  of  place. 

"Come  on  in,  I'll  show  you 
around,"  Solo  offered 

They  cautiously  stepped  into  the 
ship.  Luke's  jaw  sagged,  in  contrast  to 
the  exterior,  the  interior  glistened.  The 
sickly  sweet  odour  of  incense  hung  in 
the  air.  Through  the  soft  lighting. 
Luke  could  sec  curtained  windows, 
mirrored  ceilings,  carpeced  walls,  a 
trampoline,  a whirlpool  bath  and 
sauna,  pillows  on  the  floor,  closets  full 
of  feathery  stoles,  and  nylons  hanging 
to  dry. 

The  incense  beat  a hasty  retreat 
when  Kenobby  stepped  in. 

"You're  wilting  my  posies,"  Solo 
said,  rather  distressed. 

"To  hell  with  those  rotten  weeds. 
Let's  bugger  off,"  Kenobby  said 
impatiently. 

"Brute."  said  Solo  as  he  turned  to 
the  bridge. 

"Okay  everyone,  strap  yourselves 
in,  we're  about  to  take  off  for 
Alderaan,"  Solo  said  to  his  passengers. 

Fifteen  minutes  later,  they  were 
soaring  almost  ten  feet  above  the 
surface  of  Tatooine. 

"Hey  poof,  are  we  ever  going  to  get 
his  heap  out  into  space?"  Luke  asked, 
talking  loudly  above  the  backfiring 
exhaust. 

Solo  readied  the  ship  for  the  jump 
into  hypcrspace. 

"How  about  a quick  one  on  the 
bridge,  Blowie!"  Solo  screamed  out 
loud.  The  Whoopie  grunted  in 
delight. 

Just  then,  Hand  Solo  blasted  off  into 
hypcrspace,  and  the  Millenium  Faggot 
followed  only  seconds  behind. 
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GODIVA'S  BOX 


John  MacDonell  - 1 am  very  serious? 

Chuck  & Friend  (Wow)  Spear  - Board  and  Rhume 
‘Chub’  Letenyei  - Sex  is  like  a door,  it  has  its  ins  and 
outs 

Royal  Outcast  - Get  in  with  a 1 7-yr  old  nurse  today! 

Ole  Man  River  - Eng  Sci  7T5,  or  7T6,  or  7T7,  or7T8, 


Mellow  Yellow  - Down  and  10-7,  we  send  all  the  good 

numbers  and  8 is  for  sure 

BaNa2- Aw,  Eric,  S.P.,  I’m  trying!  Really! 

Eric  - Aren't  we  all,  sometimes? 

Paul  K.T.  - My  name  in  print!  (5-4  and  still  trying) 

Nerd  - What's  in  a name?  (5.4  cm.  isn't  really  hard) 

Friar  Fuck  - Who  turned  on  the  lights? 

‘Litkienny’- That's  right!  That’s  right!  Youcandyass!! 
LN  R - maid  an  appearance  (really) 

Barry  Lay- 1 still  have  green  spots  in  front  of  my  eyes. 
Greg  Fitz-Out  of  love  forever,  and  gone ...  it  was  fun! 
Fred  Gitz  - Not  out  of  love  but  gone  as  well  ...  it  was 
fun  (sometimes)! 

Mike  P.  Rowdv  - It’s  people  like  you  what  cause  unrest 
in  this  country. 

Pike  R.  Mowdy  - causes  unrest  in  the  country 
J.  R.  Arkema -Omnipresent  and  three-dimensional 
Rowdy  P.  Mike  - It's  lack  of  rest  in  this  country  what 
cause  people  like  you. 

Larch  - Where  did  everyone  go?  Apologies  to  Pharmacy 
- no  more  beer. 

Mike  N.  - I’m  going  home(A  moose  once  bit  my  sister- 
no  reali!) 

Monty  P.  - Why  not  visit  Sweden  this  year?  See  the 
loveli  lakes ... 

Mark  Cz-  Girls!  Girls!  I'm  not  infectious  anymore! 

Joe  (AWKESP)-  Everyone  get  off  of  my  Fucking  Back!! 
Bill  M.  & Paul  T.  - Helloto  D.  F.  the  'diet,  at  S.S.F.S.S. 
Jon  Roma  - Life  is  a multi-variable  problem! 

Dave  Bowden  - With  apologies  to  W.C. 

Lissa  - Just  cal  I me  Chester 
Jymmi  Em.  - Eat  a bag,  George. 

Mark  Lennox  - Eat  my  dart 

Doug  Pickett  - Come  into  my  darkroom  and  see  what 
develops. 

Linda  L.  Smith  - It's  belter  than  eating  at  New. 

J.B.  Lookalike- What? 

Yeed-  Nothing. 

J.B. (agin)  - Oh. 

Charlie  - Hunh? 

Dug  - Aw,  c’mon,  it’s  still  early. 


The  Toike  Oike  is  published  every  now  and 
then  in  the  interests  of  the  Engineering  un- 
dergraduate by  the  Engineering  Society.  Our 
offices  are  on  the  Third  Floor,  20  St.  George 
St.,  Toronto,  Ontario,  M5S  2E4.  Phone  978- 
5377.  We  aren’t  funded  by  anybody. 


At  this  time  in  the  life  of  the 
University,  when  there  is  growing 
concern  in  all  quarters  about  the 
growing  incidence  of  vandalism  and 
destruction  on  campus,  there  is  a 
group  of  irresponsible  individuals  who 
seem  to  feel  that  the  time  is  right  to 
carry  out  acts  of  wanton  destruction.  It 
is  necessary  to  condemn  the  acts  of 
these  culprits,  the  Knox  theologians. 
For,  last  weekend  as  this  paper  ap- 
proached its  press  time,  persistent 
rumours  of  an  upcoming  raid  on  the 
Forestry  building  proved  true. 

In  fact,  according  to  reliable  sources, 
the  attack  was  carried  out  in  the  full 
force  of  its  planned  destructiveness, 
leaving  the  Forestry  library  littered 
with  shredded  garbage  and  small 
stryofoam  balls.  The  doors  and 
windows  were  nailed  shut  and  fur- 
niture was  overturned.  Also  a prized 
painting  portraying  last  year's  Forestry 
Valedictorian  wielding  a Pioneer 


chainsaw  as  her  partner  was  taken, 
and,  predictably,  will  probably  be  held 
for  ransom , 

This  may  seem  an  innocent  enough 
'prank'  in  itself,  but  coming  as  it  docs, 
on  the  heels  of  a rash  of  campus 
breakins  and  violence  which  cause  the 
Campus  Police  to  lose  sleep,  it  can  not 
be  so  superficially  regarded  as  just  a 
'prank'  It  is  time  that  the  students  of 
this  University  took  it  upon  themselves 
to  develop  some  responsibility  and  not 
tolerate  its  lack  among  the  minority  of 
their  peers  who  arc  giving  the  nation's 
university  students  a bad  reputation 
both  with  Administrators  and  with  the 
public  in  general. 

Our  credibility  as  responsible 
citizens  can  not  long  endure  if  wc 
continue  to  harbour  within  our  ranks 
such  immature  individuals  as  these 
Biblc-thumpcrs  from  Knox. 


Hi  Guys: 

Having  submitted  to  your  paper 
before  (if  you'll  pardon  the  expression) 
when  A1  was  an  undergrad  (Dents  7T7) 
last  year,  I know  your  desire  for  high 
qualiry,  hard  investigative  journalism. 
No  stone  was  left  unturned  and  no 
woman  left  unmolested.  Well  I 
happened  to  come  across  an  ad  thar 
should  fit  the  pattern  of  news  you  like 
to  report.  You  know,  lies,  half-truths, 
distortions.  Be  the  first  in  your 
residence  to  stump  your  professor  in 
the  next  assignment  for  1st  year 
physics. 

It's  probably  worth  it  to  look  this 
kook  up  (phone  or  write  him  and  tell 
him  you  want  to  write  an  article  in  a 
highly  acclaimed  Engineering 
Newspaper  with  wide  distribution).  He 
may  ask  what  it's  acclaimed  for  and 
where  it's  distributed.  I would  take  the 
5th  amendment.  Don't  incriminate 
yourself. 

A real  fruit  cake  like  this  will  be 
something  new  on  campus.  Probably 
as  comprehensible  as  that  math  prof  in 
last  year's  calculus  course  who  could 
only  write  Chinese  and  failed  his  last 
damn  English  diction  exams.  Anyway, 
hope  something  comes  of  it . 

Sincerely, 

Lawrence  Yanover 


206-1007  Esquimalt'Rd. , 
Victoria,  B.C.  VyA  3N1 

Dear  Box: 

TOIKE  issue  #1  was  OK.  Keep  it  up 
but  maybe  it  could  be  more  crude.  We 
broke  a tradition  in  '76-'77  by  not 
getting  the  Ed  and  Pres,  called  to  the 
Dean's  office  and  I feel  that  should  be 
corrected  at  least  twice  this  year 

It  looks  like  Billy  Davis  is  becoming 
a regular  at  Flrosh  orientation  — is  he 
an  honourary  member  of  the  Bnad  yet? 

To  the  Flrosh:  Good  work  on  Joe’s 
dunking.  Last  year's  Pres,  was  merely 
tossed  in,  and  Joe  got  away! 

How  does  an  ex-Pres.  get  on  your 
subscription  list?  (And  it  better  not 
► cost  anything!)  Issue  #1  came  from  a 
nurse. 


Scite  et  Strenue, 


Dear  Box 

Through  highschool,  wc  would 
snatch  up  this  fuck'n  rag.  I always 
wondered; 

1/  Why  engineers  hate/dispise/piss 
on  artsies  and  all  other  lower  forms  of 
lifc/facsimilcs  thereof.  Pharmacy  and 
Forestry  don't  rate  a commcnt(could  it 
be  they  boast  of  hard  course  loads  — 
15  hours/wcek,  or  is  that  /mon- 
th, /year?) 

2/Who  is/arc/was  respon- 

siblc/ unaccount  able  for  the  TOIKE 
OIKE. 

3 /How  engineers  with  30  hour- 
s/wcck  (except  NY  with  26  — who 
suck  anyway)  rapc/pillagc/plunder, 
and  still  have  time  to  be  rowdy /gross 
— and  study. 

4/What’s  a B.F.C.? 

After  my  through  initiation  (I  have 
the  fuzzy  photographic  memory 
picture  of  that  blue  hard  hat  that 
poured  beer  on  me  at  DJ's,  and  his 
days  are  numbered).  I believe  I have 
the  answers:  1 /True,  21  yes,  3/  always, 
4/  docs  not,  never  has,  and  never  will 
exist. 


Dear  Engineers; 

You  think  you  arc  so  smart'  Well  I 
just  finished  CHM  110  and  I figured 
out  how  wc  artsies  can  be  slim  and  trim 
instead  of  fat  slobs  like  you  engineers, 
you  silly  savages.  .. 

You  sec  the  average  volume  of  a 
scotch  and  water  is  about  10  oz.  or  300 
cc.  right?  So  after  it  reaches  thermal 
equilibrium  with  the  ice  it  would  be  at 
about  0 C.  Body  temperature  is  36  C 
and  it  takes  1 calorie  to  raise  1 cc  by  1 
C.  Therefore  having  one  drink  burns 
up  about  10,000  calories.  So  this 
Friday  night  I am  going  to  drink  scotch 
and  water  and  loose  weight  like  crazy. 
What  do  you  think  of  that? 

Arn  ic  A rtsic 

Dear  Arnic, 

Take  our  advice  and  don't  try  to 
expend  more  than  20,000  calories  a. 
night.  I doubt  your  faggy  little  liver 
could  take  it.  . 

Ed. 

Friday  , September  30 

Dear  Editors  of  the  TOIKE  OIKE 
Joikc  Column 

Please  be  advised  that  the  infamous 
Ledo  Hotel  is  spelled  with  an  “E"not 
an  "I".  We  Sudburians  may  be  whores 
and  hockey  players,  but  wc  sure  as  hell 
know  how  to  spell! 

If  you  do  not  desist  in  maligning  our 
fair  city,  wc  will  arm  ourselves  with  our 
“lunar"rocks  and  stone  you. 

Signed 

WE  WHO  DEAL  IN  PUCKS  AND 
FUCKS 

Dearest  Godiva. 

Hi,  you  old  fogey,  1 hope  you'ife  not 
dead  yet.  If  you  can  read  this,  you'll 
know  I'm  sending  you  some  of  my 
unwashed  laundry . ..soiled  underwear, 
sheets  and  stuff.  Spraying  it  with  Lysol 
was  O.K.  for  the  first  semester,  but 
now  everything  is  unusually  stiff. 

My  acne  is  still  very  bad,  and  my  lips 
are  beginning  to  dry  out  (my  room- 
mate says  this  is  a symptom  of  vitamin 
deficiency,  but  I sort  of  hope  it  spreads 
across  my  face).  Oh  yeah.  1 just  met  a 
really  sweet  girl.  Her  na.ne  is  Taras. 
Her  friends  would  call  her  Tar,  only 
she  doesn't  have  any.  I think  she 
thinks  I'm  cute.  I may  make  out  yet! 
She  did  tell  me  that  she  felt  that  her 
slight  fish  odor  and  nice  tits  make  up 
for  my  acne. 

School  is  O.K.  Send  money. 

Much  Love, 
Fielding  Mellish 
(your  nephew) 

Dear  Box  Lunch 

You  |cnow  what  this  paper  needs? 
This  paper  needs  a centerfold  of  the 
Toike  Playmate.  She  must  be  female 
(transsexual  forget  it),  have  big  tits, 
3nd  big  lips  and  must  be  spread  out. 
Pictures  like  this  can  can  satisfy  our 
perverted,  sexist,  ego— minded  ap- 
petites. 

Couldn't  you  just  imaginge  raping 
her  , feeling  ever  sensual  vibrations  of 
tenderness  and  fear.  Ugh!  Ugh!  And 
grabing  and  squishing  her  tits  as  if  they 
were  a sponge.  Ugh!  Ugh!  And 
shoving  your  extended  sensual 
j ejaculating  pulse  of  erotic  excitement 
up  her  private,  ugh,  ugh,  most 
fascinating,  luscious,  gaping,  inviting, 
lubricated,  ugh,  ugh,  piece  of  pussy 
you  ever  did  see.  And  just  keep  on, 
ugh,  ugh,  ramming  in,  out,  in,  out, 
ugh.  ugh, ugh. in,  ugh,  and  out, ugh, 
until  you  get  your  cock  out  of  the 
paper. 

You  know,  something  to  relax  the 
nerves, 

Hope  you  take  it  into  consideration 


signed 
Shy  Engineer 


Dear  Godiva's  Box: 

External  pressures  on  our  society 
have  generated  the  need  for 
development  of  alternatives  to  the 
current  petroleum-oriented  economy, 
technology,  and  lifestyle.  An  im- 
portant solution  to  future  shortages  in 
electrical  energy  has  been  notably 
i nuclear.  The  advantages  of  this  fuel  arc 
j impressive  and  have  warranted  ex- 
penditures of  giga-bucks.  As  gover- 
nments and  utilities  saw  the  society's 
needs  in  the  early  sixties  and  seventies, 
nuclear  energy  was  the  final  answer  to 
providing  cheap  and  reliable  energy. 
But  this  was  a new  and  not  fully 
developed  solution.  Governments  were 
overly  optomistic  and  little  effort  was 
made  in  educating  the  public  as  to  the 
cons  of  nuclear  power.  'There  arc 
disadvantages  to  any  engineering 
design,  and  these  should  be  known. 
The  mistake  on  the  part  of  the 
government  was  their  lack  of  good  PR. 
This  has  resulted  in  the  diametrically 
opposed  positions  of  the  energy 
suppliers  and  the  consumerist- 
enviromcntalist-conscrvationists.  The 
function  of  the  latter  group  in  our 
society  has  been  to  perform  part  of  the 
job  of  the  utility,  i.e.,  public 
education.  Both  groups  should 
complement  each  other  in  function; 
however,  irrational  behaviour  on  the 
part  of  both  parties  leads  to  con- 
frontation. (As  evidenced  this  summer 
by  the  violent  demonstration  in 
Europe.)  It  is  precisely  the  objective  of 
the  Organization  for  Alternate 
Resource  Techniques  to  foster  un- 
derstanding and  appreciation  of  the 
countless  solutions  to  the  energy 
problem. 

Since  there  is  a definite  lack  of 
comminication  amongst  those  of  us 
interested  in  energy  conversion,  this 
organization  was  struck.  The 
university,  filled  with  imaginative  and 
highly-trained  people,  is  the  ideal 
place  to  provide  this  forum.  With 
membership  drawn  from  all  disciplines 
on  campus,  it  is  hoped  that  a variety  of 
perspectives  will  be  presented. 

Energy  is  what  it’s  all  about! 
Sociologists,  geographers,  physicists, 
economists,  politicians,  and  even 
engineers  have  a stake  in  the  energy 
game. 

O.A.R.T.  is  the  first  inter- 
disciplinary group  at  the  University  to 
rationally  approach  energy  problems 
before  tho  Molotov  Cocktails  start 
whizzing  about  our  ears. 

O.A.R.T.  has  embarked  on  a 
program  of  lectures,  workshops, 
seminars,  and  field  trips  to  encourage 
communication  and  promote 
education.  Every  student  and  faculty 
member  is  invited  to  participate. 

We  are  offering  the  first  lecture  in 
our  scries,  most  appropriately,  by 
Professor  Hooper,  one  of  Canada's 
leading  experts  in  solar  technology. 
'The  Feasibility  Of  Using  Solar  Energy 
In  Canada'  will  be  presented  Wed- 
nesday, October  26,  1977  at  17:10  in 
MC  102. 

Everyone  is  welcome  to  attend. 

Glynn  Williams 
Engineering  Science  '78 
Nuclear  and  Thermal  Power. 


Dcar-Godiva: 

We  would  just  like  to  congratulate 
those  two  wonderful  engineering 
debaters  John  and  Barry.  They  showed 
grace,  style,  flare,  and  dashingly 
handsome  good  looks.  Their  wit. 
wisdom,  and  eloquence  was  like  music 
to  the  ears  of  those  lucky  enough  to  get 
close  enough  to  hear.  They  spoke  with 
pride  and  conviction  so  that  one  might 
have  believed  their  message  was  in- 
spired by  Godiva  herself  ( as  well  it 
was).  Congratulations  on  a job  well 
done. 

love 

John  and  Barry 
xxoo 

P .S.  There  is  no  rruth  to  the  rumour 
that  Barry  attended  the  Robert 
Stanfield  School  of  Public  Speaking. 


Oct.  25,  1977 

W 

evsme 

Message  from  the  President 

After  six  months  of  continuous 
evolution  and  revision  a new  Con-' 
stitution  has  been  passed  by  Council. 
It  now  needs  only  the  consent  of  the 
Society  members  and  the  blessing  of 
Faculty  Council  for  its  im- 
plementation. I am  convinced  that  the 
new  Constitution  is  a good  one,  and  I 
believe  it  to  be  acceptable  to  all  parties 
concerned:  the  Governing  Council,  the 
Faculty  Council,  and  the  members  of 
the  Society.  It  was  arrived  at  fairly  and 
with  the  nod  of  the  majority.  I also 
believe  that  it  will  stand  the  test  of 
time,  and  therefore  I ask  that  you 
approve  this  Constitution  in  the 
Referendum  now  scheduled  for 
November  9th. 

Joseph  Lstiburek, 

President,  Engineering  Society. 


Dear  Skuleperson: 

The  University  of  Toronto 
Engineering  Society  has  been  a revered 
and  respected  organization  since  its 
birth  in  1885.  The  Society  started 
under  the  leadership  of  John  Galbraith  . 
as  a learned  society  dedicated  to 
research  and  cultivation  of  a spirit  of 
mutual  assistance  and  cooperation 
among  its  members  in  preparation  for 
the  profession  of  Engineering. 

Today  the  Society  has  evolved  into  a 
greatly  diversified  organization  which 
carries  out  these  aims  as  well  as 
organizing  both  Engineering  and 
Campus-wide  events  (eg.  Oktoberfcst, 
Homecumming  Parade,  Car  Rally, 
Cannonball,  Orientation...). 

At  this  time,  YOUR  Society  is  being 
attacked  by  a disease  that  a few  student 
organizations  have  been  able  to  beat 
— APATHY.  Without  the  undivided 
support  of  all  Engineering  Students 
there  will  be  no  Society.  Without  the 
undivided  support  of  ALL  Engineering 
students,  apathy  will  win. 

The  executive,  this  year,  is  at- 
tempting to  make  the  Society  more 
accessible  to  the  individual  student, 
get  him  or  her  more  involved  and 
interested,  and  build  a framework 
under  which  it  can  operate  with  in- 
creased efficiency  and  democracy. 

If  you  think  this  is  a desperate  plea, 
then  you  are  precisely  correct.  Your 
society  needs  to  hear  your  voice  and 
feel  your  support  or  succumb  to  the 
disease  and  die  a quiet  and  sad  death. 

Are  you  going  to  sit  doin^  problem 
sets  and  watch  as  the  Society,  which 
took  92  years  to  nurture  and  grow, 
expires?  The  Society,  which  has  been 
and  is  looked  to  by  various  student 
societies  across  North  America  for 
guidance  and  help,  is  passing  through 
the  final  stages  of  an  apathetic  and 
pathetic  death. 

Make  your  voice  known,  your 
support  felt,  come  out  to  meetings, 
and  join  in  activities.  Most  of  all,  show 
that  you  respect  the  work  done  by 
countless  people,  who  walked  the  same 
halls  you  walk,  those  chat  donated 
their  time  and  effort  to  build  a Society 
for  those  that  followed  them. 

The  only  way  that  the  Society, 
YOUR  SOCIETY,  will  live,  is  if  you 
help.  Back  your  reps  or  become  a rep 
yourself.  Remember  the  Society  is  you 
and  without  you  we  are  all  going  to 
lose  an  integral  pan  of  campus  life. 

Yours  truly, 

John  MacDoncll 
Vice-President 
Administrative 


LOST:  A stainless  steel  Hamilton 

diver's  v/atch  at  Octobcrfest,  Friday, 
Oct. 7.  If  found  please  call  Mark  Shea 
at  862-7585. 


ENGINEERING  SOCIETY  COUNCIL 

After  numerous,  perhaps  too  many 
meetings  your  council  is  ready  to  report 
a few  accomplishments. 

On  October  13th  a budget  of 
proposed  expenditures  for  Society 
funds  was  passed  by  council.  Fees 
account  for  $28,000  of  a budget  over 
$100,000.  If  you  want  to  see  how  your 
money  is  being  spent  drop  in  to  the 
Eng.  Soc  Offices  (3rd  floor,  Metro 
Library).  Also  available  there  are 
financial  statements  of  Orientation 
and  Oktoberfest  (you  win  some,  you 
lose  some,  respectively). 

Due  to  several  occurrences  this  year 
the  Engineering  Society  is  presently 
being  blamed  for  all  extraordinary 
happenings  on  campus.  Therefore  the 
Council  passed  a motion  that: 

The  Engineering  Society  Con- 
demns acts  of  wanton  violence  on 
campus.  While  the  Society  will 
continue  to  provide  this  campus  with  a 
sense  of  humour  this  does  not  include 
malicious  damage  to  people  or 
property 

Further,  the  Society  will  not 
accept  responsibility  for  the  private 
actions  of  individual  members  of  the 
Society. 

As  you  will  note  elsewhere  in  this 
Toike  the  proposed  Constitution,  with 
several  amendments,  was  passed  by 
Council.  Also  passed  were  the 
proposed  constitutions  for  the 
Engineering  Athletic  Association  and 
the  course  clubs.  You  wil  have  the  final 
say  on  these  by  referendum  on 
November  9th.  Please  be  serious  as  you 
mark  your  ballot  that  day;  vote  for  or 
against  these  proposals  simply  because 
you  like  or  dislike  them, 

Having  finished  (for  the  moment) 
with  this  dry  and  tedious  matter  the 
Council  may  now  turn  to  areas  of  more 
pressing  cnccrn  to  most  students. 
Problems  which  must  be  faced  include: 
Grading  Practices 
Mark  Reassessment 
Summer  and  Permanent  Jobs 
Professional  Development 
Sandford  Reconstruction 
Engineering  Library  Location 
Computing  Facilities 
Booze  and  Broads(strike  that  from 
the  record!) 

If  anything  here,  or  anything  else 
burns  you  up  then  bug  your  class  rep  or 
sit  in  on  a fazzzzinating  Eng.  Soc. 
Council  meeting  (Watch  the  Tiny 
Toikes  for  details). 

Richard  Johnston 

Speaker  of  Eng.  Soc.  Council. 

P.S.  For  a different  perspective  on 
your  quiet  and  conservative  class 
professors  ask  your  class  Faculty 
Council  rep  about  the  special  meeting 
of  Faculty  Council  last  Friday.  We’ll 
have  to  see  if  that  meeting  affects  the 
reconstruction  of  Sandford  Fleming, 
but  in  the  meantime,  a lot  of 
professors  are  hopping  mad! 


From  January  4—8  engineering 
students  from  across  Canada  will 
gather  in  Sherbrooke  to  take  a closer 
look  at  the  process,  product  and 
potential  of  our  engineering  faculties. 
The  Tenth  Congress  of  Ca/iadian 
Engineering  Students  has  chosen  as  its 
theme: ‘The  Canadian  Engineering 
Student  and  His  Education.’  Specific 
areas  to  be  examined  are  course 
content,  teaching  methods  and  tends 
and  policies  in  engineering  education. 
In  contrast  with  the  technical  themes 
of  past  conferences,  this  conference 
hopefully  will  generate  student  interest 
and  produce  national  student  input  to 
such  organizations  as  the  Canadian 
Accreditation  Board. 

Four  or  five  delegates  from  U.  of  T. 
will  be  sent  to  Sherbrooke.  Anyone 
who  is  interested  should  leave  their 
name  and  phone  number  in  the 
Professional  Development  Committee 
mailbox  in  the  Eng.  Soc.  offices  (3rd 
floor,  Metro  Library). 

Prerequisites  arc  a willingness  to 
help  in  preparing  a paper  for  the 
conference  and  in  fund — raising  to 
subsidize  the  trip. 

Karen  Kennedy 

P.S.  Don't  let  the  rather  serious  tone 
of  this  article  fool  you. 


TOIKE  OIKE 

Skule 

Night 

Lives? 

Last  year,  Bruce  queried, 
‘Who  will  carry  on?’  Little 
did  he  know  that  there  was  a 
plethora  of  performers  ready 
to  carry  on  the  tradition  of 
that  annual  musical  comedy 
revue  ‘Skule  Nite‘.  Yes, 
every  February,  the 
engineers  assemble  in 
disorderly  conduct  to  put  on 
the  show  of  the  year  at  Hart 
Haus. 

Dancing!  Singing!  Acting? 
Emoting!  They  are  all  done 
on  the  stage  at  Hart  Haus 
before  standing-room-only 
crowds.  Why?  For  the 
entertainment  of  the  rabble 
and  the  amusement  of  the 
Dean! 

Who  is  qualified  to 
participate?  Stupid 
question!!  Anybody  and 
everybody  who  can  carry  a 
note,  and  for  that  mat- 
ter,anybody  who  can’t. 
Talent  is  optional,  but 
enthusiasm  is  mandatory. 
The  people  are  wonderful 
(ask  Bob)  and  the  food  is 
plentiful  (ask Bruce). 

The  new  PRODUCER, 
you  wonder?  Graham 
Skells,  that’s  who!  Still 
reputed  to  be  in  Engineering 
Science,  but  don’t  hold  that 
against  him.  He  is  quite  bi- 
sexual, for  your  information. 
(Back  Guy,  back  you 
animal!  There  wil!  plenty  be 
for  all!).  Amazingly  enough, 
a lot  of  work  has  already 
been  done.  Writing, 
thinking,  drinking,  writing, 
organizing  like  mad.  It’s  all 
been  done.  But  we  need 
New  People!!!  New  Ideas, 
etc.  Please  come  out  and 
help  organize  a truly  great 
show. 

When  and  where?  Well, 
meetings  (writing  and 
otherwise)  are  being  held 
once  a week  at  various 
locations.  Ask  Graham  for 
the  exact  location.  How  to 
get  a hold  of  Skells?  The 
Stores,  of  course.  3rd  floor 
Metro  Library.  Leave  a 
message  with  Jan  or 
whoever,  and  we  will  get 
you  out  to  the  proper 
location. 

Have  you  heard  of  ”If  1 
Were  An  Artsman!,  Star 
Trek,  THE  TONIGHT 
SHOW,  The  Maoris  War 
Dance,  Mutiny  on  the 
Mounty"?  No  matter.  You 
will  be  responsible  for  much 
more  than  that. 

February  8,9,10  & 11, 
1978:  Wed,  Thurs,  Fri  & 
Sat  before  SKI  WEEK!  Cum 
out  and  try.  You  have  very 
little  to  lose. 


COLUMN 


SEVENTY— EIGHT 


Grad  Photos 


With  the  second  session  of  Grad 
photos  (Monday  Nov.  7 to  Wednesday 
Nov.  9)  totally  subscribed  for,  I would 
like  to  announce  that  a third  and  final 
session  is  being  set-up  for  those  who 
for  some  reason  (perhaps  a not-so- 
industrious  Club  Chairman)  missed 
both  the  first  and  second  sessions. 
Sign-up  lists  will  again  be  in  the  new 
Stores. 

All  non-graduating  members  of  the 
Society  Executive  and  Athletic 
Association  Executive  arc  requested  to 
sign  for  their  photograph  which  will 
appear  on  the  respective  Executive- 
composite.  These  individuals  should 
note  that  the  Society  pays  the  sitting 
fee 

Any  Grads  who  miss  the  last  on- 
campus  session  with  the  photographer, 
Brian  Toll,  will  have  to  arrange  a 
studio  sitting  on  their  own  time,  but 
must  do  so  by  the  end  of  November  for 
their  picture  to  appear  on  the  class 
composite. 

The  second  and  third  sessions  of 
Grad  photos  will  take  place  in  the 
basement  of  the  Sir  Daniel  Wilson 
Men's  Residence.  73  St.  George  St. 
(enter  through  the  Porters  Lodge). 

Sitting  fee  is  $6.00  and  includes  8 
proofs  and  a copy  of  the  class  com- 
posite. Wear  a white  shirt  and  tie;  for 
the  ladies,  a white  blouse  or  turtle 
neck. 

If  the  separate  sessions  have  caused 
any  inconvenience,  please  accept  my 
apologies,  and  the  explanation  that 
with  460  Grads  it  had  to  be  this  way. 


Gang  Molests  Toikcrs 

The  Toike  Oikc  makeout  last 
Saturday  was  terrorised  by  a vicious 
new  local  tricycle  gang,  the 
SKYTRIKERS.  They  were  reported  to 
have  drunken  all  our  milk  and  cookies 
and  absconded  with  our  elastic  bands 
This  left  the  Toikers  destitute  of  food 
and  drink  for  the  rest  of  the  meeting. 
Our  intrepid  editor,  also  mounted  on 
his  tricycle,  made  a valiant  attempt  to 
beat  off  the  attackers  and  save  the 
honour  of  the  Toike,  but  alas,  he  was 
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Job  Placement 

The  Fourth  Year  Committee  is 
working  with  The  U.  of  T.  Career 
Councilling  and  Placement  Centre  to 
maintain  a duplicate  set  of  "blue 
notices"  (the  ones  on  the  cork  board  at 
the  Placement  Centre)  in  the 
Engineering  Stores. 

The  job  notices  are  up  to  date  to 
within  two  days  of  receipt  of  notice  by 
the  Centre.  These  should  provide  a 
handy  check  on  closing  dates  for  UCPA 
forms,  and,  if  you  can’t  get  up  to  Bloor 
Street  as  often  as  you  would  like  to, 
notice  of  new  jobs.  A separate  binder  is 
kept  for  each  department.  Job 
descriptions  and  UCPA  forms  must  be 
obtained  at  the  Placement  Centre. 

Grad  Ball  7T8 

March  1978  seems  a long  way  ott  as 
we  face  this  set  of  mid-terms,  but  I 
don't  need  to  tell  you,  yes  1 do  need  to 
tell  you,  that  next  March  will  be  here 
before  you  realize  it,  and  March  means 
Kipling  Ritual  and  Grad  Ball! 

Mark  your  calendars  now.  for  the 
date  of  the  Grad  Ball  has  been 
changed.  Friday  March  17th,  1078  is 
the  date  set  for  the  Engineering 
Graduation  Ball,  being  held  this  year 
at  the  Royal  York  Hotel. 

I also  don't  need  to  tell  you  that  the 
Grad  Ball  is  the  gala  event  of  your 
undergraduate  career — don’t  miss  it. 

So  when  you  move  the  Constitution 
Referendum  date  on  your  Skule 
calendar,  remember  to  move  the  Grad 
Ball  from  March  18  to  Marchl7,  1978 

A.P.E.O. 

Starting  the  week  of  October  31st, 
Mr.  Miro  Forrest  will  be  speaking 
during  the  noon  hour  about  the 
Association  of  Professional  Engineers 
of  Ontario  and  the  graduate  engineer. 
Exact  date,  time,  and  location  will  be 
announced  by  your  Club  Chairman 
and  will  be  in  the  Tiny  Toikes. 

Bill  Moore, 
Fourth  Year  Chairman 


greatly  outnumbered.  May  he  rest  in 
peace. 

The  SKYTRIKERS  then  rode  off 
down  the  elevator  screaming  "Eng  Sci 
Sucks".  (Why  is  everybody  always 
picking  on  me?) 

All  we  know  about  this  mysterious 
gang  is  that  they  arc  out  after  BFC 
territory.  One  was  even  seen  wearing  a 
Mario’s  Bakery  Tee-shin.  The  case  is 
under  investigation  by  the  U of  T 
police  but  nothing  is  ever  expected  to 
come  of  that. 

LIME 


WEEKEND 

REVIEW 

SEMINARS 


We  can  improve 
your  test  score: 

If  LSAT  scores  represented  a pure  assessment  of  your 
general  intelligence  and  aptitude,  there  would  be  little 
reason  to  try  to  “prepare"  for  the  examination.  Recent 
statistics,  however,  indicate  that  an  average  improvement 
of  75  - 100  points  results  from  conscientious  preparation. 
At  the  Law  Board  Review  Centre  we  specialize  in  preparing 
students  for  the  LSAT. 

During  the  course  of  a single  weekend  in  one  of  our 
seminar-sized  classes,  each  student  receives  thorough 
training  in  the  most  important  skills  and  reasoning 
processes  tested  by  the  LSAT.  Our  continuously  updated 
200-page  copyrighted  curriculum  contains  all  the  latest 
changes  to  the  LSAT,  including  the  major  restructuring 
which  occurred  this  past  summer. 

We  can  help  you  to  achieve  your  highest  score  on  the 
LSAT.  Why  not  give  us  a call? 

For  information,  telephone  registration  or  just  plain 
talk,  call  toll  free,  24  hours: 

Law  Board  Review  Centre 

800  663  3381 

Guarantee:  Repeat  course  at  our  expense  if  you  are 
not  satisfied  with  your  LSAT  score. 


(This  informational  bulletin  will  appear  once  only  - 
Please  clip  and  save) 


REWARD 
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CROSSING 

ST 

GEORGE. 

Crossing  St.  George  Street  is 
dangerous;  something  should  be 
done.  ‘Crossing’,  in  this  context, 
refers  to  walking  on  foot,  dodging 
traffic,  or  jay-walking,  if  you  will. 
Four  lanes  teeming  with  vehicles  of 
all  sizes  are  not  to  be  scoffed  at  and  if 
caught  off  guard,  you  could  easily 
get  pressed  into  the  pavement.  The 
‘sorry  I didn’t  see  you’  cyclist  could 
give  you  a mouthful  of  spokes.  A big 
Mac  truck  could  try  out  your 
calculator.  Whatever  the  case  may 
be,  you  will  probably  drop  your 
books  and  notes.  The  results  are 
custom  tread  designs  and  com- 
plimentary tears  on  all  your  paper 
work.  Invariably,  the  most  important 
material  will  be  lost  in  a sewer, 
whisked  away  by  the  wind,  or 
damaged  until  illegible.  As  Murphy 
once  put  it,  “If  anything  can  go 
wrong,  it  will.” 

Another  problem  relates  to  health 
and  ties  in  with  the  food  service 
trucks.  They  lure  you.  They  make 
you  spend  money.  Now,  if  you  think 
that  is  bad,  imagine  this.  You  are  a 
heterosexual  individual  who  has  just 
had  something  to  eat.  You  start  to 
cross  St.  George  Street  and  pause 
briefly  in  the  middle  of  the  street.  An 
attractive  member  of  the  opposite  sex 
beckons  you  from  the  other  side. 
Suddenly,  you  are  overcome  by  food 
poisoning  and  you  collapse  on  the 
street.  A concrete  mixer  is  headed 
your  way  and  can’t  stop.  The  huge 
truck  destroys  your  Bic  Banana. 

Some  people  may  argue  that 
crossings  can  be  made  at  in- 
tersections equipped  with  traffic 
lights.  However,  to  use  such  in- 
tersections usually  means  walking 
many  meters  north  or  south  on  St.' 
George  Street.  Such  needless  travel 
taxes  the  body  of  valuable  energy 
which  is  better  spent  on  fooling 
around  and  having  a good  time. 
Furthermore,  the  big  button  you 
push  to  change  the  traffic  lights  is 
just  a big  farce.  Recently,  an  x-ray 
examination  of  these  button  devices 
was  conducted.  Medical  students 
from  Paris,  France  and  Rome,  Italy 
joined  students  at  the  University  of 
Toronto  to  take  part  in  this  exciting 
and  most  revealing  study.  It  was 
found  that  these  buttons  are  mere 
toys  mounted  on  hollow  conduit. 

Thus  far,  we  have  looked  at  two 
kinds  of  bodily  damage  while 
crossing  St.  George  Street.  These  are 
external  damages,  as  in  being  hit  and 
internal  damage  as  in  food  poisoning 
and  mental  anguish.  Now  comes  the 
vital  question.  Why?  Why  should  the 
scholarly  masses  jeopardize  their 
lives?  Well,  they  shouldn’t  and  the 
solution  to  the  problem  is  simple:  an 
underground  passage  beneath  St. 
George  Street.  You  slide  down  a tube 
to  a tunnel  discotheque.  Anything 
you  carry  may  be  placed  on  a con- 
veyor belt.  Your  belongings  travel 


HOW  THE  MEAT  WAS  BEAT 

It  was  a freak  accident;  all  the  Big 
Macs  were  just  taken  off  the  grill  half 
raw  as  usual  when  it  happened:  Delta- 
minus  orbiting  Earth  in  his  flying 
saucer  was  directly  over  the 
MacDonalds.  At  this  instant  the  sigma 
ray  dampening  field  failed  and  all  his 
overrides  dropped  into  hyper-space 
taking  Delta-minus’  third  from  the  left 
testicle,  two-thirds  of  his  foreskin,  and 
a seminal  vesicle  with  it.  The  engines 
went  super-critical  and  the  Big  Macs 
miles  below  were  bathed  in  deadly 
sigma-rays.  A strange  transformation 
occurred;  the  Macs  slowly  attained  life 
and  at  their  wakening  became  in- 
dignant at  finding  that  OVER  9 
BILLION  of  their  brothers  had  been 
SERVED. 

The  McDonalds  became  a 
slaughter  house  as  the  enraged 
hamburgers  revenged  their  fallen 
(eaten)  kinsmen.  The  first  to  die  was 
the  girl  on  grill  who  was  found 
asphyxiated  with  a mouth  full  of 
special  sauce,  the  manager  soon 
followed  her  when  he  died  with  a 
ruptured  colon  full  of  lettuce,  cheese. 
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Keeps 
on  tasting 
great 


along  while  you  dance  your  way 
through  to  an  escalating  ramp  which 
takes  you  to  the  surface.  Now, 
wouldn’t  you  rather  dance  the  St. 
George? 


and  pickles.  All  the  patrons  were  killed 
when  they  were  met  with  a barrage  of 
sesame  seed  shrapnel  in  their  buns. 
The  havoc  spread  to  the  streets,  cars 
swerved  wilUly  with  windows  covered 
with  beef  patties  which  smeared  and 
streaked  like  shit.  Windows  were 
broken  when  the  buns,  which  were 
harder  than  diamonds,  came  hurtling 
through. 

Death  and  destruction  spread  like 
the  plague;  people  everywhere  shit 
themselves.  The  homicidal  Macs 
seemed  unstoppable  as  they  disem- 
boweled people  everywhere.  Finally 
they  were  ovcrcum  when  the  entire 
gang  tried  to  take  a Kentucky  Fried 
Chicken.  The  Big  Macs  crashed 
through  the  door  looking  for  foreskins 
to  chew.  Immediately  they  realized 
their  fatal  error  but  it  was  too  late: 
every  single  Mac  shrieked  in  searing 
agony  and  pain  as  they  were  instantly 
poisoned  and  smothered  by  the  ex- 
tremely potent  and  fatal  cole-slaw.  The 
world  was  saved  and  the  recipe  for  the 
cole-slaw  remains  today  in  a her- 
matically  sealed  maximum-security 
vault. 
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£ few  years  ago,  a graduate  artsie 
was  passing  through  a small,  isolated 
town  in  Northern  Ontario  when  he 
encountered  a market  and  felt  the  urge 
to  buy  something.  At  the  first  stall  he 
saw  what  he  thought  were  beautiful 
chickens,  but  the  proprietor  told  him 
that  the  animal  before  his  eyes  was  a 
poulet  (pronounced  pullet).  The  artsie 
thought  this  was  fabulous,  that  such  an 
animal  could  so  closely  resemble  a 
chicken,  and  he  made  his  purchase. 
The  proprietor  told  him  that  a poulet 
was  a very  delicate  animal  that  had  to 
be  held  in  a very  special  way,  lest  it 
should  die  from  loss  of  body  heat  and 
great  fright. 

At  the  next  stall,  there  was  an 
assortment  of  what  seemed  to  be 
roosters.  Upon  enquiry,  the  artsie 
learned  that  the  animals  were  cocks,  a 
very  special  animal  that  mated  with 
poulets.  the  cocks  were  also  very 
delicate  and  quite  averse  to  beating, 
and  it  was  also  necessary  to  hold  them 
in  a special  way  to  avoid  their 
becoming  limp  and  dying.  The  artsie, 
foreseeing  a great  future  in  cocks  and 
pullets,  purchased  a cock. 

Further  on,  the  artsie  encountered  a 
stall,  with  some  very  strong-looking 
donkeys.  The  proprietor  informed  the 
artsie  that  the  donkeys  were  asses,  a 
very  special  breed  of  donkey  capable  of 
supporting  great  loads.  An  added 
feature  of  the  ass  was  that  if  an  ass 
should  suddenly  stop,  it  could  be 
persuaded  to  move  on  with  -a  little 
scratching  on  the  underside  of  the 
neck.  The  artsie  was  able  to  see  his 
need  for  reliable  transportation  and 
consequently  purchased  an  ass. 

Some  time  later,  the  artsie  rode 
through  the  St.  George  Campus  of  U 
of  T to  show  off  his  great  treasures,  but 
unfortunately  his  ass  stopped  trotting 
right  in  the  middle  of  St.  George. 
Presently  a (Metro)  cop  showed  up  and 
asked  if  he  could  be  of  assistance. 
‘Well’,  said  the  artsie,  'Would  you 
hold  my  cock  and  poulet  for  me  while  I 
get  off  and  scratch  my  ass?* 


Bruce:  1 don’t  understand  sir,  how 
can  you  ask  the  same  examination 
questions  year  after  year? 

Professor  Graydon:  Easy,  I change 
the  answers. 


There  was  a young  lady  from  Brighton, 
Who  thought  that  her  hole  was  a tight 
one. 

Her  boyfriend  said.'Love, 

It  fits  like  a glove.' 

She  said.T  know,  but  you're  not  in  the 
right  one!' 

An  Eng.  Sci.  graduate  returned  from 
a convention  and  proudly  showed  his 
wife  a gallon  of  bourbon  he'd  won  for 
having  the  largest  sex  organ  present. 
"What!”  she  exclaimed.  "Do  you 
mean  to  tell  me  you  exhibited  yourself 
in  front  of  all  those  people.  ?’  ’ 

"Only  enough  to  win,  darling, "he 
replied.  "Only  enough  to  win." 

A pretty  patient  asked  the  doctor  to 
perform  an  unusual  operation  - the 
removal  of  a large  chunk  of  green  wax 
from  her  navel.  Looking  up  from  the 
ticklish  task,  the  physician  asked, 
"How  did  this  happen?" 

"Well,  you  see  doctor,"  the  girl 
said,  "my  boyfriend  in  engineering 
likes  to  eat  by  candlelight." 

We  know  a young  nurse  who  has 
been  married  three  times  and  is  still  a 
virgin:  Her  first  husband,  a 

psychiatrist,  only  talked  about  it;  the 
second,  a gynecologist,  just  looked  at 
it;  and  the  third  was  an  artsie. 

The  engineers  dictionary  defines 
erection  as  a member  in  good  stan- 
ding. 

Upon  the  opening  day  of  the  fall 
semester  the  algebra  professor  ap- 
proached the  blackboard  and  an- 
nounced to  her  class,  "I  want  you  all  to 
learn  my  name,  so  I’,m  going  to  print 
it  out:  P-??-U-S-S-Y,  Miss  Prussy,  it 
rhymes  with  pussy  but  it  has  a R in  it. " 

Content  that  she  had  made  her 
point,  the  professor  went  on  with  the 
scheduled  lecture.  At  the  next  lecture 
she  asked  "Who  remembers  my 
name?" 

One  smart-assed  engineer  at  the 
back  of  the  class  quickly  raised  his 
hand.  "1  know."  he  replied.  "It’s  Miss 
Crunt." 


A U.  of  T.  sex  researcher  was 
questioning  a pretty  woman  about  her 
amorous  habits.  "Do  you  ever  have 
intercourse  in  the  daytime?"  he  asked. 
"Yes"  she  revealed,  "about  three 
times  a week." 

"And  do  you  and  your  husband  talk 
to  each  other  at  those  times?" 

"Well  no,"  she  admitted,  "but  we 
could  if  1 wanted  to  - 1 know  his  office 
phone  number." 

Did  you  know  that  artsies  love 
smelling  mothballs?  Their  only  dif- 
ficulty is  trying  to  get  their  noses 
between  those  tiny  legs. 


TOIKEOIKE 

As  their  car  stopped  on  the  shoulder 
of  a secluded  road,  the  artsie  asked  his 
date : " If  1 try  to  make  love  to  you , will 
you  yell  for  help?" 

Cooed  his  date:  "Do  you  really 

need  help?" 

The  plastic  surgeon  had  refused  to 
do  yet  another  face  lift  for  the  aging 
nuse,  who  became  furious.  "Look," 
declared  the  doctor  as  he  held  up  a 
mirror  to  her,  "do  you  see  the  dimple 
in  your  chin?"  The  nurse  nodded 
angrily. 

"Well,  that’s  your  belly  button. 
One  more  lift  and  you’d  be  sporting  a 
vandyke." 
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Seen  in  an  engineering  washroom: 
Definition  of  a quickie  - no  sooner 
spread  that  done. 

A nurse  walked  into  class  one  day. 
She  was  wider-eyed  than  normal.  Her 
hair  was  frizzier  than  usual.  One  of  her 
classmates  asked,  "You  got  your  hair 
done  and  bought  some  eye  make-up, 
didn't  you?" 

"No,"  sighed  the  nurse.  "My 
vibrator  short-circuited  this  morning." 

An  engineer  graduate  became  a 
space  pilot.  He  travelled  to  planets 
many  parsecs  away.  On  one  planer,  he 
was  greeted  by  a voluptuous  nurse-type 
cccature.  The  engineer  gave  the  usual 


greetings  as  the  nurse  stirred  the 
contents  of  a cauldron  near  her. 

"What  are  you  doing?"  asked  the 
engineer. 

"I'm  making  a baby,"  she  replied, 
and  lo,  out  of  the  cauldron  popped  a 
baby. 

"We  do  it  in  a different  way  on 
earth,"  said  the  engineer. 

"How?"  asked  the  female. 

"I'll  show  you."  With  that,  the 
engineer  proceded  to  do  what  he  does 
best  with  nurses. 

"That  was  wonderful,"  she  sighed 
' ‘When  docs  the  baby  come?" 

"Oh,  that  takes  nine  mon- 
ths, ’ 'replied  the  engineer, 

"Then  why  did  you  stop  stirring?" 
asked  the  female. 


"Quick,"  shouted  a woman  as  she 
rushed  into  the  drugstore  "do  you 
have  any  way  to  cure  hiccups?" 

The  pharmacist  dashed  out  from 
behind  the  counter,  dropped  to  his 
knees  in  front  of  the  woman,  flipped 
up  her  skirt,  yanked  down  her  panties 
and  gave  her  a resounding  pubic  kiss. 
Then  he  looked  up  with  a smirk  and 
said,  "There,  that  ought  to  have  done 
it.  It’s  the  best  cure  in  town!" 

"The  hell  you  say!"  exclaimed  the 
woman.  " Just  you  wait  until  I get  my 
husband!  He’s  outside  in  the  car  - 
hiccupping  his  head  off!" 


At  lunch,  two  business  girls  were 
discussing  somewhat  obliquely  the 
intimacies  of  sex.  "Tell  me,"  asked 
one,  "have  you  ever  eaten  anything 
you  shouldn't  have?" 

"No,"  replied  her  friend,  "but 
once  I woke  up  being  fed  something  I 
hadn't  ordered." 


I get  the  full  half  hour,  right!  Right? 


What  is  significant  about  this 
creature?  Artsie:  Flower,  blue  flowers! 
Nurse:  Brutal!!  Jock:  Mom,  is  that 
you??  Engineer:  She  mounted  the 
horse!! 


Stroke,  stroke,  stroke I can  feel  it  cumming! 


Some  of  those  who  braved  the  af- 
ternoon cold  — the  true  spirit 
seekers.... seekers  of  spirits. 


Oct.  25.  1977 
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C O IV  HTITUTIO IV 


Last  Wednesday  the  Council  of  the 
Engineering  Society,  after  ratifying  an 
amended  version  of  the  Proposed 
Constitution  published  in  the  Sep- 
tember 29th  Toike,  passed  a motion 
which  called  for  a Referendum  on  the 
matter. 


The  intent  of  the  Referendum  is  to 
seek  approval  of  this  ne  w Constitution 
from  the  members  of  the  Society  The 
Referendum  has  been  scheduled  for 
Wednesday,  November  9,  1977 

Details  of  the  actual  wording  of  the 
Referendum  questions  and  the  logistics 
involved  were  delegated  to  the 
Executive  Committee  of  Council.  The 
Executive  Committee  will  grapple  wirh 
these  points  at  a special  meeting  this 
Thursday  (the  27th)  at  5 PM  in  the  new 
offices  of  the  Society  in  the  third  floor 
of  the  Metro  Library  building. 

There  should  be  two  items  on  the 
ballots  of  the  Referendum,  namely  the 
Constitution  of  the  Engineering 
Society,  and  the  Affiliate  Con- 
stitutions. 


Voting  membership  of  Council  shall 
comprise  the  Class  Representatives,  the 
undergraduate  representatives  to  the 
Council  of  the  Faculty  of  Applied 
Science  and  Engineering,  hereinafter 
called  Faculty  Council,  the  engineering 
representatives  on  the  Students' 
Administrative  Council,  the  President, 
the  Vice-President:  Administration, 
the  Vice-President : Activities,  the 
Treasurer,  the  Secretary  and  the 
Chairmen  of  the  Affiliates. 


The  President,  the  Vice- 
President  Administration,  the  Vicc- 
PresidentrActivitics,  the  Treasurer  and 
the  Secretary  shall  be  elected  from  the 
mcmbership-at-largc  pursuant  to 
Article  XV,  Section  3. 


Council  shall  make  appointments  as 
required  having  a term  of  office  as 
deemed  necessary  pursuant  to  Article 
XV,  Section  13-  Appointees  not 
already  members  of  the  Council  shall 
become  non-voting  members  of 
Council. 


Council  shall  establish  Standing 
Committes  and  Special  Committees  as 
required.  Council  shall  appoint 
respective  Chairmen  of  the  Standing 
Committees  from  among  the  voting 
members  of  Council.  Council  shall 
define  the  powers  and  responsibilities 
of  all  Standing  and  Special  Com- 
mittees by  Bylaw  or  by  resolution. 


The  signing  Officers  of  the  Society 
shall  be  the  President,  the  Vice- 
President:  Administration,  the  Vice- 
President:  Activities  and  the  Treasurer 
— at  least  two  of  whom  shall  be 
required  in  order  to  validate  any  in- 
strument relating  to  financial  matters 
except  as  noted  in  Article  XVI,  Section 
3. 


Council  shall  make  appointments  as 
required  having  a term  of  office  as 
deemed  necessary  pursuant  to  Article 
XV.  Section  13.  Appointees  not 
already  members  of  Council  shall 
become  non-voting  members  of 
Council.  Non-voting  members  of 
Council  shall  have  the  right  to  address 
the  Council. 


The  Treasurer  shall  be  responsible 
for  the  maintenance  of  the  books  and 
the  financial  records  of  the  Society. 
These  records  shall  be  open  to  the 
scrutiny  of  any  member  of  the  Society. 


The  Treasurer  shall  report  current 
revenues  and  current  expenditures  to 
Council  and  to  -the  Executive  Com- 
mittee of  the  Council  at  all  regular 
meetings.  He  shall  submit  to  Council 
financial  budgets  drawn  up  under  the 
direction  of  the  Vice- 
PresidentiAdministration.  He  shall  be 
responsible  to  the  membership  at 
large.  He  may  not  hold  this  position 
for  more  than  one  term  of  office.  The 
outgoing  Treasurer  shall,  within  the 
two  weeks  following  March  31st, 
submit  the  accounts  and  the  year-end 
financial  statements  to  the  Auditors. 
The  incoming  Treasurer  shall  present 
the  Auditor's  Report  at  the  meeting  of 
Council  in  September  and  shall  ensure 
its  publication  for  the  availability  to 
the  members  of  the  Society. 


Council  can  set  or  change  the  annual 
fee  by  an  affirmative  vote  of  at  least 
two-thirds  of  the  members  present, 
and  by  the  approval  of  the  Society-at- 
large  in  a referendum  of  the  Society 
membership. 


Elections  shall  be  held  during  the 
first  complete  week  of  classes  in  the 
month  of  March  for:  President,  Vice- 
President:  Administration,  Vice- 
President.Activities,  Treasurer  and 
Secretary,  with  the  results  to  be 
determined  by  a plurality  of  the  votes 
cast  in  a secret  ballot. 


Council  shall  annually  appoint  a 
Manager  of  the  Stores  who  shall  be 
responsible  for  the  operation  of  the 
Stores  according  to  policies  set  by 
Council.  He  shall  be  responsible  for 
the  maintenance  of  the  books  and 
financial  records  of  the  Stores  under 
the  supervision  of  the  Treasurer  and 
submit  these  books  and  financial 
records  to  the  Society  Auditors  within 
the  two  weeks  following  March  31st. 


These  records  shall  be  open  to  the 
scutiny  of  any  member  of  the  Society. 
The  Manager  shall  also  be  responsible 
for  the  security  of  all  Stores  property 
and  merchandise  under  the  supervision 
of  the  Vice-President:Administrative. 
The  Manager  of  the  Stores  shall  be 
responsible  to  Council. 


All  elective  positions  which  become 
vacant  or  which  were  not  filled  during 
the  elections  in  March  or  September 
shall  be  filled  through  by-election, 
except  in  the  case  of  the  Vicc- 
President:Administration,  the  Vice- 
President: Activities,  the  Treasurer  and 
the  Secretary  where  the  positions  will 
be  filled  from  the  voting  members  of 
Council  with  the  results  to  be 
determined  by  a plurality  of  votes  cast 
in  a secret  ballot  of  the  voting 
members  of  Council. 


The  term  of  office  for  Class 
Representatives  and  undergraduate 
Representatives  to  Faculty  Council 
from  the  Third  and  Fourth  Years  and' 
for  the  President,  the  Vice- 
President:Administration,  the  Vice- 
President:  Activities,  the  Treasurer  and 
the  Secretary  shall  be  the  period  from 
the  beginning  of  the  second  half  of  the 
Joint  Council  Meeting  immediately 
following  the  elections  in  March  to  the 
end  of  the  first  half  of  the  next  Joint 
Council  Meeting  one  year  later. 


An  amendment  shall  be  adopted 
when  approved  at  two  consecutive 
meetings  of  Council  by  an  affirmative 
vote  of  at  least  two— thirds  of  the 
members  present  conditional  upon  the 
Council  deciding,  by  an  affirmative 
vote  of  at  least  two — thirds  of  the 
members  present,  that  a referendum  is 
not  necessary.  The  adoption  of  the 
amendment  is  not  final  until  it  is 
approved  by  the  appropriate  higher 
governing  body. 


ENGINEERING  CAR  RALLY 


Ever  been  driven  round  the  bend! 

Now's  your  chance  to  get  even  by  entering  the 

ENGINEERING  CAR  RALLY 

On  November  5th  the  most  challenging  Car  Rally  in  the  world 
of  engineering  will  take  place  (indeed,  since  it»s  the  only 
one  I know  of).  To  enter  all  you  need  is: 

1)  One  functional  car  (which  must  meet  safety  requirements). 

2)  One  navigator  of  the  opposite  sex  (that  excludes 
two  artsies). 

3)  One  five  dollar  bill  to  enter  (unfortunately,  that 
may  also  exclude  a lot  of  engineers). 

4)  One  Bill  Norrie  (batteries  not  included). 

Instructions  can  be  picked  up  in  the  Engineering  Society  Offices 
(you  can  also  pay  your  five  dollars  since  you  won't  get  the 
instructions  until  you  pay) starting  Thursday  October  27th. 


Eats  and  drinks  at  the  finish  and  prizes  supplied  by  Labatts. 


Limited  to  20  entries 


Oct.  25,  1977 


TOIKEOIKE 
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THE  UNOFFICIAL  OFFICIAL 
BNAD  NARTICLE 


By  Larch 


Armed  with  the  precious  in- 
struments of  Bnad  members,  and 
garbage  cans  filled  with  an  in- 
flammable mixeure  of  water  and  soap, 
the  B.F.C.  Engineering  Regiment 
formed  recently,  one  non-existent 
Wednesday,  in  the  New  Cramped 
Annex  (after  its  christening)  to  am- 
bush the  existent  building  (code 
named  SS)  which  had  donated  its 
garbage  cans  to  the  Flrosh  in  the 
Scavenger  Hunt  in  order  to  enable  the 
Flrosh  to  win.  The  Bnad  found  a 
vantage  point  within  the  fortress  from 
which  to  sound  the  battle  call  for  acton 
and  to  watch  the  attack.  After  the 
attack,  which  forced  many  shaken, 
weeping  and  screaming  artsies  to 
retreat  to  their  potties  (to  their  loos!  — 
a loo  once  bit  my  sister  — no  reali! 
Why  not  visit  one  this  year?  See  the 
lovely  urinals...)  The  Bnad  protected 
the  rear  (..the  pretty  girls...)  from  the 
non-existent  counter-attack.  For- 
tunately, not  even  token  resistance 
(according  to  Ohm’s  Law)  was  en- 
countered (not  to  be  confused  with 
Murphy’s  Lavy) 

The  Bnad’s  association  with  non- 
existence was  continued  on  a following 
existing  Saturday  which  does’t  exist  for 
a few  of  the  LGMB  who  missed  it  due 
to  lack  of  interest  and  others  who  were 
incapacitated  due  to  overenthusiasm 

(“ex- 

cushm(URP)eocifferwheream(URP)I?). 
The  York  Cycle  which  featured  many 
scenes  concerning  holy  quests  and 
some  with  holy  grails  and  which  was 
nearly  non-existent  due  to  lack  of 
(good)  weather  (...the  cute  little  furri 
animals...)  was  graced  with  a concert  - 
in-the-rain  by  the  LGMB  performing 
in  official  capacity  as  the  Coventry 
Wind  Ensemble  with  a guest  ap- 
pearance by  three  monks  from  the 
rabble,  a gesture  which  was  greatly 
appreciated  (third  loo  in  the  middle  of 
the  first  paragraph  cleaned  by...). 
After  this  the  Bnad  proceeded  to  get 
wasted  in  preparation  for  the  football 
game  while  learning  a whole  new  song. 
The  words  (so  all  of  you  can  sing  along) 
are: 

When  marching  bands  and 
policeman  fall  in  line, 

We've  got  to  win  that  game  another 
time, 

And  for  the  Blues  I yell,  yell,  yell, 
yell,  yell, 

And  for  the  University  I yell,  I yell, 
like  hell 

So  fight,  fight,  fight  for  every  yard 

Circle  the  ends  and  hit  the  line  right 
hard 

And  dump  the  enemy  upon  the  sod 
(Hit  ’em  hard!) 

Rah!  Rah!  Rah! 

The  song  is  particularly  moving  when 
sung  in  harmony  with  three-part 
dischords. 

The  Slave  Auction  And  LGMB 
Drool  was  the  most  popular  event  to 
date,  in  which  the  Bnad  baasted  a full 
compliment  of  hardened  Bnadsmen 
(cum  and  sit  on  my  face!)  who  par- 
ticipated vigorously  in  the  action  with 
glassy-eyed  versions  for  each  piece, 
with  somf  of  the  faithful  participating 
more  than  others.  The  Honourable 
Skule  Cannon  made  an  appearance, 
frightening  a microphone  right  out  of 
existence.  The  persuasive  force  of  the 
Cannon  is  amazing:  it  was  enough  to 
frighten  the  clothes  right  off  some  of 
the  more  shapely  women  (not  Nurses) 
in  attendance.  Of  course,  many  of  the 
plebian  engineers  (especially  Flrosh) 
weren’t  able  to  perceive  the  subtler 
details  of  the  (Ahem)  performance 
(...I’d  like  - I’d  like  - to  sing!...) 
namely  the  animalistic  twitches  of  and 
the  graceful  slide  of  cover  off  of  the 
meat  (...da-da-da-dum-da-da-dum- 
da-da-omm-pa-pa...);  and  then  only 
the  Bnad  could  appreciate  the  movie 
before  hand  (...Stop  that!  Stop  that! 
What  do  you  think  you’re  trying  to 
do?...)  as  we  played  along  with  it. 


by  Eric  Hartwell 


Aside  from  pre-emptive  cold, 
Oktoberfest  was  another  drop  in  the 
Bnad's  beer  (figure  that  one  out) 
(...we  want  - a shrubbey..)  The  night 
concert  was  clearly  appreciated  by  all 
concerned  - as  the  Bnad  played 
supremely,  outclassing  the  other  at- 
tempts at  bands  (who  were  paid  for  our 
trouble).  Unfortunately,  not  all  of  the 
LGMB  stayed  late,  and  consequently  a 
few  thousand  gallons  of  beer  remained 
undrunk  (as  well  as  most  of  the  Bnad, 
unfortuately). 

Which  brings  us  to  the  Great  Artsie 
Faggot  Attempt  to  Debate  with 
Engineers,  in  which  the  poor  artsies 
were  virtually  blown  off  the  stage.  The 
artsie  artempt  at  padding  the  judges 
was  evident  with  the  speaker,  who  was 
continually  re-lighting  his  camel-shit 
cigar  and  blowing  (ever  so  sweeetyl) 
little  tuffs  of  smoke  at  Joe  and  Joe, 
alias  Joe  and  Joe 

Which  brings  us  to  the  Great  Artsie 
Faggot  Attempt  to  Debate  with 
Engineers,  in  which  the  poor  artsies 
were  virtually  blown  off  the  stage.  The 
artsie  attempt  at  padding  the  judges 
was  evident  with  the  speaker,  who  was 
continually  re-lighting  his  camel-shit 
cigar  and  blowing  (ever  so  sweetly) 
little  puffs  of  smoke  at  Joe  and  Joe, 
alias  Joe  and  Joe,  in  order  to  divert 
their  attention.  This  had  no  effect; 
however  a rather  shapely  she-artsie 
walking  past  diverted  the  attention  of 
the  entire  engineering  contingent 
(while  the  artsies  rambled  on).  While 
the  debaters  (Joe  and  Joe)  were 
primarily  concerned  with  the  serious 
matter,  it  was  the  ingenious  heckling 
of  the  Bnad  (...nit  - nit  - nit  - nit  ...) 
and  some  others  which  swayed  all  the 
artsies  to  vote  aginst  themselves.  Of 
course,  the  question  in  question  wasn’t 
really  a question  at  all,  but  we 
Skulemen,  big-hearted  as  we  are,  often 
are  involved  in  patronizing  activites 
out  of  pity  on  the  behalf  of  the  art- 
smen.  Needless  to  say,  the  resolution 
was  resolved  by  a resounding  (noisy 
too)  majority,  and  the  Bnad  returned 
to  the  old  office  in  the  Old 
Engineering  Annex  in  a march  of 
triumph. 

Now  to  a semi-sombre  point  of 
history:  in  1949  the  Meds  '52,  with  a 
surprising  show  of  force,  absconded 
with  and  defended  the  Skule  Cannon  ( 
a very  low  act  indeed)  (...nit...).  This 
act  of  pagan  disrespect  will  never  be 
forgiven;  however,  at  the  Meds  '52 
reunion  on  Homecumming  Eve,  a 
pacification  attempt  was  made  when 
the  LGMB  led  a march  to  the  Medical 
Library.  The  once-smug  mass  of  Meds 
were  reduced  to  quivering  docs  who 
were  forced  to  apologize  — in  fact,  the 
mere  sound  of  the  Skule  Cannon 
nearly  caused  coronary  arrest  among 
the  lot.  The  attack  was  a success,  as  the 
Bnad  intelligence  squad  managed  to 
find  out  some  blackmailablc  secrets 


about  Dr.  John  Evans  and  the  Femury 
Gang,  which  was  responsible  for  the 
defacing  of  the  Cannon. 

Homecumming  was  another  sombre 
note:  although  as  engineers  we  know 
which  floats  were  the  best,  it  is  often 
difficult  (usually  impossible)  for  the 
tunnel-visioned  judges  to  concur.  As 
an  example:  the  trash  cart  on  wheels 
fielded  by  Knox  (hi  Mark!)  was  a 
disgusting  piece  of  rolling  crap  which 
should  have  come  dead  last,  a position 
occupied  by  the  ghouls  from  Pharmacy 
(do  they  always  smell  like  that?),  and 
incidentally,  even  the  Pharmacy  float 
was  better  than  the  Knox  Float.  The 
utter  disregard  for  conservation  and 
useless  destruction  on  the  Forestry  float 
is  another  example  of  the  judging 
inadequacy.  Ar.. impartial  poll  of  real 
people  indicates  that  the  Engineering 
float,  featuring  indoor  sports  (ie.Thc 
two  most  important  — bed  and  boat 
races,  in  the  order)  (...  Oooo!  That's  a 
nice  shrubbery!  ...),  was  definitely  the 
best  choice  for  first  place,  while  the 
concurrence  for  second  place  went  to 
the  Nursing  Float,  a choice  also  fluked 
by  the  judges.  (Nursing  comes  after 

chorus  wasn’t  quite  as  polished  as  the 
LGMB.) 

Which  brings  us/me/you  too  to  the 
Blue  and  White  Geriatric  Alumni 
Band  which  put  in  a meagre,  pitiful 
appearance  with  music  at  the 
beginning  of  the  game  and  at  half- 
time, when  they  left  the  game  to  go 
home  to  bed,  after  bowing  to  the 
LGMB  and  allowing  us  (since  the  silly 
staff  of  the  Stadium  didn’t  want  both 
the  Band  and  Bnad  on  the  field  at  the 
same  time)  to  entertain  the  crowd. 

Since  crowd-pleasing  is  an  intergal 
part  of  the  LGMB,  the  great  Bnad  also 
went  to  Western  in  an  effort  to  help 
spur  the  Blues  on  to  victory.  Unfor- 
tunately, the  Western  Grape  Band  did 
more  for  the  Mustangs  (. . . A mus  once 
bit  my  other  sister  ...  ),  than  the 
LGMB  could  for  the  Blues,  since  they 
were  allowed  to  fart  around  on  the 
field  while  the  Bnad  was  forced  to  sit 
high  and  dry  (very  frigging  dry  too!)  in 
the  midst  of  some  Western  Bimboes, 
and  the  Bnad  suffered  under  a con- 
tinuous barrage  of  grapes  and  fruit 
juice  (...  no  reali  ...).  The  last-minute 
sport  made  famous  by  all  sports  teams 
from  T-0  wasn't  enough  to  help  the 
Blues  either,  although  it  came  close 
and  was  indeed  a valiant  effort.  It  is  a 
well-known  fact  that  the  Bnad  will 
always  stand  behind  the  Blues,  win  or 
lose,  and  the  worst  thing  about  the 
game  wasn't  the  loss  so  much  as  the 
absence  of  sustenance  (no  fucking 
hotdogs!)  when  we  needed  it  during 
the  game. 

Just  as  the  LGMBnad  triumphs  over 
all  in  the  end,  so  shall  the  Blues:  but 
next  time,  Blues,  don't  lose  when 
we’re  in  the  middle  of  Grapetown! 


Music  lovers  everywhere  fondly 
remember  the  more  than  ten  years 
since  the  incredible  Lady  Godiva 
Memorial  Band  last  unleashed  a home- 
brood  record  album  on  the  un- 
suspecting populace. 

Despite  hopes  that  this  period  was 
due  to  the  turning  over  of  a new  leaf 
and  a record-setting  attempt  at 
restraint,  it  was  not  to  be.  Turning  over 
a new  leaf  often  uncovers  old  worms, 
and  so  it  is  with  the  LGMB. 

Band  With  The  Runs  is  the  all  new 
collection  of  the  LGMB’s  greatest  hits 
of  the  last  decade:  golden  mouldies 
from  days  gone  by  going  on  and  on 
and  on  and  bye 

This  masterpiece  of  the  polyvinyl 
world  of  listening  pleasure  is,  to  say  the 
least,  unique.  I was  asked  by  a well- 
known  ex  Bnad  leader  (who  wishes  to 
remain  anonymous,  even  though  his 
name  is  all  over  the  album  cover)  to 
not  say  anything  bad  about  the  record, 
because  then  people  might  not  buy  it. 

And  it  is  a record  that  you  should 
buy  — no  collection  could  be  con- 
sidered complete  without  it! 


BAND  WITH  THE  RUNS 
The  LGMB  at  the  Pint 
of  No  Return 


ONLY  $4.00  COMPLETE 
at  the  Engineering  Stores 


(I:  Preamble,  Gnag  Bnag,  Ooble 
Dooble,  Blue  and  White,  Crock  of 
Ages,  The  Blunderer,  Ben  Dover 
Suite,  Mailman,  The  Stripper,  Furry 
Leaves,  Amble;  II:  Interamble,  Second 
Military  Suite  in  FI,  Moreof- 
thesameamble,  Take  Me  Out,  Whoa!, 
Postamble,  Skater’s  Vaults,  Grand 
Finaleamble,  Skule  Song,  Grate  Escape 
With  Festive  Interiewd) 


The  record  itself  is  very  nice  indeed. 
It  is  an  almost  perfect  disk  with  a 
diameter  of  approximately  12”  and  a 
thickness  of  just  over  1/16”.  There  is  a 
9/32”  hole  punched  almost  exactly  in 
the  centre,  extending  right  through 
the  disk  so  that  the  record  is 
topologically  equivalent  to  a 
doughnut. 

It  is  made  of  glossy  black  plastic 
(probably  vinyl  for  you  wet-look 
freaks)  and  highly  polished,  except  on 
the  edge.  It  would  be  extremely  shiny 
if  it  weren't  for  the  groove  cut  on  each 
side.  The  groove  starts  at  the  outside 
edge  of  the  disk  and  spirals  in  towards 
the  centre,  going  around  counter- 
clockwise 761  Vi  times  on  side  A and 
749 V*  times  on  side  B.  The  shape  of 
the  groove  is  specially  modulated  so 
that  when  a stereo  pickup  is  dragged 
along  it  lengthwise  the  sounds  of  the 
Bnad  in  action  can  be  recreated  on 
your  very  own  stereo  system  (or  tinny 
box  for  purists). 

The  disk  weighs  in  at  just  over  five 
ounces.  This  includes  the  weight  of  the 
paper  labels  which  are  firmly  attached 
near  the  centres  of  each  side.  Each 
label  has  a 5/16”  hole  punched  at  its 
centre  so  you  can  see  the  hole  in  the 
record  beneath.  They  arc  finished  in  an 
attractive  subdued  gold  colour, 
displaying  just  a hint  of  opulence 
tempered  with  a flair  for  the  dramatic 
and  a considerable  lack  of  restraint, 
and  are  printed  with  a minimum  of 
useless  and  misleading  information  in 
basic  black. 

The  disk  comes  wrapped  in  a tasteful 
plain  white  paper  envelope.  Four  inch 
diameter  holes  are  cut  out  of  its  sides  so 
you  can  read  the  label  without 
removing  the  record  itself,  and  the 
envelope  is  thoughtfully  left  open  at 
one  end  so  the  record  may  be  removed 
(or  replaced)  with  a minimum  of  fuss 
and  bother. 

The  entire  assembly  is  housed  in  a 
sturdy  cardboard  cover.  One  half  of  the 
cover  has  a truly  ingenious  opening 
that  is  just  large  enough  to  allow  easy 
access  co  the  record  inside,  while 
holding  is  securely  and  firmly  out  of 
sight  when  it  is  not  being  used. 
Surprisingly,  there  arc  no  holes 
punched  through  the  cover,  though 
you  would  expect  one  judging  from 
the  contents. 

The  cover  is  adorned  with  en- 
tertaining and  exciting  (not  to  mention 
colourful)  graphics  and  even  a naked 
lady,  though  I was  unable  to  find  any 
sign  of  a penguin.  The  back  has  ex- 
tensive notes  about  the  album  which 
turn  out  to  be,  on  close  inspection,  an 
incredible  pack  of  lies  and  misin- 
formation in  three  or  more  languages. 
As  if  this  is  not  enough,  the  cover  folds 
out  to  reveal  fifty-two  startling  pictures 
of  the  LGMB  performing  assorted  acts 
of  levity  and  sheer  relentless 
amateurism. 

The  entire  package  comes  carefully 
sealed  in  a sanitary  cellophane  wrap  for 
your  personal  protection.  It  weighs  in 
at  over  13  ounces,  which  is  actually 
rather  silly  when  you  think  about  it. 

Beyond  this,  there  is  actually  little 
left  to  say . 

When  faced  with  Band  With  The 
Runs,  the  average  music  lover  is 
tempted  to  run  away  and  hide.  But 
first  impressions  can  be  misleading, 
and  even  though  this  record  is  an 
exception  to  the  rule,  the  record  has  to 
be  heard  in  its  entirety  to  be  truly 
appreciated. 

I might  point  out  that  the  LGMB 
you  hear  at  football  games  isn’t  the 
LGMB  you  hear  on  the  record,  any 
more  than  the  prize-winning  LGMB  at 
the  Kiwanis  Music  Festival  last  year  or 
the  LGMB  humming  in  your  living 
room. 

After  finishing  the  record,  one  is  left 
with  the  basic  fact  that,  "My  dog  has 
no  nose",  and  the  immortal  question, 

’ ‘How  does  he  smell ? 

The  proper  response  is  to  follow  with 
the  right,  then  a quick  jab  to  the  brain. 
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TSAR  TREK 


"Captain’s  Log,  Stardatc  2746.97. 
The  sun  in  the  Antares  IV  solar  system 
is  going  super  nova  and  the  inhabitants 
of  the  fifth  planet  are  requesting  our 
aid." 


Prepare  the  entire  barrage  of  photon 
torpedos,  Mr.  Sulu."  Kirk  said,  matter 
of  factlv. 

"Sir,  with  all  due  respect,  a few 
miserable  photon  torpedoes  don't 
stand  a chance  against  a super  nova." 
offered  Sulu. 

Kirk’s  face  turned  purple  with  rage. 
" Shove  the  nova  sideways,  you  idiot. 
Those  are  for  the  planet . ' ' 

All  eytfs  turned  toward  the  captain. 
Mr.  Sulu  replied,  "Sir,  you  can't  mean 
it.  They  asked  for  our  help...’’ 

"They  don’t  stand  a chance  if  it  goes 
off,  so  I'm  giving  them  an  alter- 
native." Kirk  said. 

"Some  alternative."  Sulu  replied 
indignantly. 

Kirk  stared  at  him  mercilessly.  " 
Report  to  the  Torture  Chamber  im- 
mediately" he  snarled.  Then  he 
brought  his  fist  down  on  the  com- 
municator panel,  spraying  electronic 
guts  across  the  floor  "Mr.  Sulu  is  on 
his  way  to  the  Torture  Chamber  this 
instant.  Sec  to  it  he  gets  maximum 
benefit  from  his  visit."  Kirk’s  words 
echoed  around  the  stony  silence  on  the 
bridge.  Everyone  was  too  terrified  even 
to  breathe. 

Kirk’s  words  of  rage  dissipated  into 
mild  hysteria  once  Sulu  was  dragged 
off  to  the  'Wreck  Room’  as  the 
Captain  fondly  called  it 

"Oh  yes,  prepare  full  torpedo 
barrage  right  now,  Chekov."  he  roared 
at  Mr.  Chekov,  who  often  had  dif- 
ficulty performing  even  the  simplest 
tasks,  having  only  one  finger  — it  was 
all  Kirk  left  him  when  he  found 
Chekov  had  taken  an  extra  cookie  from 
the  galley. 

"They  are  ready  now,  Sir"  he 
replied. 

"Then  fire  rhem,  you  idiot."  Kirk 
shouted  at  Chekov,  kicking  him  twice 
in  the  kidney. 

Chekov  passed  out  at  the  firing 
button,  while  below  him,  a billion 
people  passed  out  of  existence. 

"Good  work,  Chekov."  Kirk  said  to 
the  unconscious  body. 

"Sir,  we  may  have  aided  tht 
Antarians,  but  their  sun  is  still  going 
supernova.  And  what’s  worse,  we’ve 
been  trapped  in  its  powerful 
gravitational  pull."  Mr.  Spock  put 
forth  cautiously,  fearing  he  may  have 
irritated  the  captain. 

"Serves  us  right,  Spock.  See  what 
you  can  do  about  remedying  the 
situation,  I’m  going  to  knock  off  for  a 
minute  or  two", Kirk  said  as  he  walked 
into  the  computer  operated  elevator. 
Unfortuneatcly,  as  the  door  closed 
behind  him  it  pinched  his  left  buttock. 

Suddenly,  the  entire  door  vaporized 
into  thin  air  under  the  captain's  phaser 
fire.  Unfortunately,  so  did  a nearby 
security  officer’s  head.  Kirk  ordered 
the  maintenance  engineer  executed 
and  the  dead  officer’s  smouldering 
body  disposed  of  in  the  antimatter 
pods.  "Deck  Five"  he  howled  at  the 
elevator,  which  took  off  down  to  deck 
five  so  quickly  that  Kirk  was  pasted  to 
the  ceiling. 

A loud  crash  was  heard  at  tht 
bottom  of  the  open  elevator  shaft. 

* ‘Shit’ " , thought  Mr.  Spock  tohimself, 
"We’ve  had  the  biscuit  now. "But 
there  was  little  time  to  ponder  this 
fact,  for  the  realization  that  they  were 
only  ten  minutes  away  from  instant 
destruction  seemed  to  demand  their 
attention. 

"What  distance  is  remaining  to  the 
super  nova",  Mr.  Chekov?"Spock 
asked  of  Chekov  who  was  only  now 
beginning  to  stir  from  his  coma. 

"Only  half  a million  kilometers, 
Sir,"  Chekov  said,  with  an  obviously 
pained  expression  on  his  jacc.  Spock 


began  to  worry.  There  seemed  to  be  no 
way  out  of  this  predicament.  Looking 
up  to  the  viewing  screens,  he  fought 
down  nausea  to  remain  in  control.  He 
also  fought  down  nausea  because  right 
next  to  the  screens  was  an  8x10  foot 
glossy  of  Captain  Kirk  that  was  used 
for  prayer. 

Out  of  the  mangled  remains  of  the 
communications  panel,  a badly 
distorted  voice  issued  forth.  "Mr 
Spock,  Scotty  here.  Captain  Kirk  was 
by  here  on  his  way  to  bed,  you  see  ..." 

"Probably  to  the  yeomans's 
quarters",  said  Spock  to  himself, 
feeling  strangely  jealous. 

"And  he  accidently  bumped  his 
head  on  one  of  the  antimatter  pod 
control  panels,  you  see..." 

Spock  felt  a sickening  knot  build  up 
in  his  stomach. 

"And  , well,  he  phasered  the 
controlpanel  into  a pool  of  lead,  and 
he  jettisoned  the  antimatter  pods. 

Spock  began  to  cry.  At  first  it  was 
only  quiet  sniffles,  but  soon  his  whole 
chest  was  heaving  and  he  was  sobbing 
out  loud.  "There,  there,  Mr.  Spock." 
Lieutenant  Uhura  whispered,  handing 
him  a used  handkerchief.  "It'll  be  all 
right..." 

"Like  hell  it  will,"Dr.  McCoy 
shouted. "how  are  we  going  to  pull 
away  from  that  thing?  We  haven't 
even  got  warp  drive  anymore."  Mr. 
Spock  was  having  trouble  controlling 
his  sobs,  and  finding  a clean  spot  on 
his  hanky. 

"Mr.  Chekov,"  Spock  said,  his  voice 
cracked  and  shaken;  "do  we  still  have 
impulse  power?" 

Mr.  Chekov  was  busy  picking  his 
nose  with  his  only  finger;  one  of  the 
few  pasttimes  the  captain  allowed. 

"I  don't  know,  sir.  Ask  Mr.  Scott.” 
he  said  out  of  the  corner  of  his  nose. 
Spock  pressed  the  ruined  controlpanel 
button  and  got  a shock.  "Damn  it, 
Mr.  Scott,  do  we  have  impulse  power 
left?"  His  question  trailed  off  into  the 
air.  His  sincerest  hope  was  that  Kirk 
was  nowhere  near  that  part  of  the  ship 
at  that  time. 

"Yes,  Mr.  Spock,  they’re  all 
operational, "Scotty  replied.  "What  a 
stroke  of  luck",  Spock  thought,  not 
having  previously  believed  in  luck. 
"OK.,  Mr.  Scott.  Channel  all  power  in 
the  dilithium  crystals  to  the  impulse 
engines." 

"I'm  afraid  we  lost  one  of  the 
crystals  this  morning,  Mr.  Spock.  The 
captain  took  one  to  the  yeoman’s 
quarters  before  he  went  to  bed. 
Apparently  she  thinks  they're  very 
pretty." 

Spock  nearly  lost  his  calculating 
mind.  Only  one  crystal  left,  in  the  best 
of  circumstances,  would  fail  under  half 
the  load.  Now  that  one  had  to  pull 
away  from  tthe  super  nova. 

"Go  ahead  anyway,  Mr.  Scott. 
What's  the  difference?’ ’Spock  said 
forlornly.  "Aye,  aye,  sir"Scotty  said, 
and  threw  the  switch.  "Three,  two, 
one,  zero"  thought  Mr.  Spock,  and 
the  lights  went  out. 

"Scott  here,  Mr.  Spock.  The  crystal 
was  barbecued  in  no  time  flat"  Scotty 
said.  Spock  felt  somewhat  smug  that 
his  calculations  were  accurate. 

In  the  meantime,  Dr.  McCoy  was 
attempting  to  lead  the  bridge  in  a 
harmonious  rendition  of  the  Lord's 
Prayer.  Mr.  Chekov  stopped  flicking 
snot  at  the  Captain’s  picture  long 
enough  to  ask  Spock  whit  they  should 
do  next. 

Sit  back  and  relax"  was  the  sound 
advice.  Spock  estimated  that  three 
minutes  remained. 

Then  suddenly,  the  super  nova 
fizzled  out  and  went  reeling  off  into 
space.  The  ship  was  slowed  gently  to  a 
stop. 

Mr.(  Spock... look  at  the  viewing 
scrcen!”Chekov  screamed.  Spock  tried 
to  ignore  the  results  of  Chekov's  poor 
aim  to  sec  the  cause  of  the  excitement. 
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There,  within  the  star,  was  a 
nebulous  cloud  that  shimmered  with 
an  iridescent  violet.  Its  presence 
permeated  the  whole  of  the  quadrant, 
showering  the  space  with  its  ghostly 
glow. 

"What  the  hell  is  that?"Dr.  McCoy 
asked,  somewhat  rhetorically. 

"I  AM  GOD"  the  cloud  thundered. 

The  crew  was  thunderstruck.  "It 
doesn’t  even  look  like  the  Captain", 
Lieutenant  Uhura  thoueht. 

"What's  going  on  here?"  the 
captain  shouted,  emerging  from  the 
emergency  exit. 

"Sir,  that  cloud...  it’s  God!"Spock 
sputtered,  now  a confirmed  believer. 

"It’s  not  that  great."  ^aid  Kirk, 
feeling  somewhat  irritated  by  Spock’s 
comment.  Kirk  turned  to  face  the 
nebulosity  directly. 

"Hey,  this  is  the  USS  Enterprise. 
Identify  yourself. "he  said. 

"GOD."  it  thundered  again.  It  was 
ludicrous.  Only  a handful  of  brass  at 
Starflcet  ever  got  selected  for  a term  as 
God.  And  Kirk  was  only  a step  away 
from  such  a selection,  though  he 
personally  considered  it  a demotion. 

"I  know  you  can’t  be  God."  he 
dismissed,  and  then  said  to  Spock, 
"That  was  a great  job  you  did,  with 
the  super  nova  and  everything. ' ’ 

Before  Spock  could  answer,  the  voice 
boomed  back  "James  T.  Kirk,  'Twas  a 
deed  divine  that  delivered  you  from 
destruction." 

"It  wasn't  that  great. "Kirk  insisted. 

"Idiot"came  the  heavenly  reply, 
where  upon  Kirk  said, "Cut  tha  thing 
-off,  Lieutenant".  The  voice  ceased  and 
rhe  crew  on  the  bridge  waited  for  the 
Captain’s  reacton.  He  turned  to 
Chekov  who  was  still  excavating  his 
nostrils. 

A blinding  flash  struck  and  blew 
off  Chekov's  only  remaining  finger. 
"Now  that  I have  your  attention,  Mr. 
Chekov,"  Kirk  continued,  "Lay  in  a 
course  away  from  that  annoyance. ' ' 

"Aye,  aye,  Sir,”  said  Chekov,  still 
reeling  from  the  phaser  blast.  But 
when  he  signalled  his  helplessness  to 
the  Captain,  up  • came  the  phaser 
again.  Chekov  quickly  became 
remarkably  dextrous  with  his  nose  and 
laid  in  the  course. 

The  nebulosity  began  to  recede  in 
the  distance  as  a voice  come  over  the 
damaged  communications  panel. 

"Torture  Chamber  here,  Captain, 
Mr.  Sulu  is  through  now.  Should  we 
send  him  up?" 

"Can  he  still  think?"  Kirk  asked, 
genuinely  concerned. 

"I  think  there’s  still  a few  brain  cells 
left  intact.  He  can’t  walk  too  well,  and 
he  has  no  control  over  his  bowels,  but 
he's  very  quiet.” 

"Well,  have  him  brought  to  the 
bridge  immediately"  Kirk  ordered. 

"He'll  be  right  up  as  soon  as  we 
change  his  fertilizer."  the  attendant 
said. 

The  crew  was  relieved  that  Sulu  was 
'all  right’.  (Most  of  the  'wreck  room’ 
individuals  ended  up  on  the  menu.) 

However,  they  had  little  time  to 
rejoice  for  the  ship  was  brought  to  a 
halt  for  the  second  time. 

"Dammit. "Kirk  yelled,  'What  arc 
you  trying  to  do,  Chekov?"  At  first 
Chekov  became  extremely  nervous. 
However  realizing  he  had  no  fingers 
left,  he  felt  safe  for  the  first  time  in 
years.  So  safe,  in  fact  that  he  decided 
to  talk  back.  "How  could  I have  done 
it,  Sir?  You  didn’t  leave  me  a single 
finger." 

"Don't  try  to  get  on  my  good  side, 
Chekov.  How  did  you  manage  to  stop 
the  ship?"  Kirk  roared,  bringing  the 
phaser  to  bear  on  Chekov’s  nose. 

"James  T.  Kirk,  Again  you  fail  to 
understand.  Twas  heavenly  in- 
tervention that  did  halt  your  vessel." 
the  nebulosity  boomed. 

"It’s  God  again",  thought  Mr. 
Spock.  "He  thinks  he's  Captain 
Kirk." 


"Look,"  Kirk  said,  highly  irritated, 
"you've  got  five  minutes  to  release  my 
ship."  Mr.  Spock’s  eyes  were  riveted 
on  the  Captain.  He'd  never  backed 
down  from  threat  before,  and  this 
time,  he  seemed  even  more  deter- 
mined. 

"Foolish  human,  you  know  not 
whom  you  threaten . ’ ' the  Cloud  said . 

"That  docs  it",  snapped  Kirk. 
"Chekov,  prepare  a full  phaser  & 
photon  torpedo  complement  barrage 
immediately".  Chekov  had  already 
anticipated  the  order. 

"Human,  you  tread  dangerous 
ground. "said  the  voice.  "Fire  all 
banks  now",  Kirk  barked  out, 
thinking  Chekov  was  already  doing  so, 
and  remembering  the  ache  in  his 
kidney. 

It  was  undoubtedly  the  unmitigated 
audacity  of  Kirk’s  actions  that 
prevented  the  cloud  from  wishing  him 
out  of  existence  before  the  attack  was 
under  way. 

You  bastard!"  were  the  last  dying 
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words  of  the  cloud  as  it  dissolved  into 
the  awesome  nuclear  fire. 

"Take  that!",  Kirk  said  pompously. 
Then  he  turned  to  face  the 
crew."Now,"  he  began,  his  voice 
growing  louder,  "There  remains  one 
final  thing  to  be  done."  Every  word 
exploded  like  a thunderclap.  An 
ethereal  glow  enveloped  his  head,  and 
a brilliant  light  surrounded  the  bridge 
upon  which  He  stood.  The  crew  sat 
transfixed  in  the  presence  of  the  demi- 
god that  was  forming  even  now  befor 
their  humble  eyes. 

Kirk  shed  his  earthly  body  and 
entered  the  very  fabric  of  space. 

He  became  an  ephemeral  being 
from  whose  very  essence  the  life-blood 
of  the  universe  flowed. 

"Come  to  me,  My  children"  He 
thundered,  taking  the  Enterprise 
under  His  command.  "You  shall  now 
worship  me  as  befits  a god.” 

"So  what’s  the  difference?"  Chekov 
said. 
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WE'RE  BACK  (ALMOST,  ANYWAY) 
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TALES  OF  SURE— WOULD  FOREST 


“If  you're  Littlejohn,  I'd  like  to  The  two  men  returned  to  the 
meet  some  of  your  friends,"  thought  Meating  Place. 

Rubbing  Head  to  himself.  “Well, 
you’ve  cum  to  the  right  man.  I'm 

Rubbing  Head”.  ...  .0  be  continued  ... 

OFFICIAL  DEBATE  ARTICLE 


1 

Once  upon  a time  in  the  hamlet  of 
Nutsinhand,  the  villagers,  by  decree  of 
the  demented  Abbot,  were  forbidden 
to  take  part  in  any  sexual  relationships 
whatsoever  (including  deer).  This 
decree  was  strictly  enforced  by  the  evil 
Sheriff  of  Nutsinhand. 

One  of  the  free  men  of  the  region' 
was  a young  man  of  dubious  sexual 
persuasion  by  the  name  of  Rubbing 
Head.  He  owned  a small  farm,  and 
had  kept  livestock,  until  the  evil 
Sheriff,  an  animal  lover,  had  taken  all 
his  sheep  as  taxes.  As  a result,  Rubbing 
Head  was  forced  to  seek  gratification 
away  from  home. 

One  day,  in  a desperate  attempt  to 
relieve  his  inner  tension,  he  came  upon 
a king’s  deer  while  wandering  through 
Sure-Would  Forest.  Having  shot  his 
load,  and  with  the  incriminating' 
evidence  limp  and  dripping  in  his 
hand.  Rubbing  Head  turned  around  to 
find  a game  Warden  observing  him 
with  anticipation. 

“Hey  man,  arc  you  game?’’  said  the 
Warden 

Not  tonight,  1 have  a headache" 
moaned  Rubbing  Head,  using  the  all- 
coo-familiar  answer. 

“Well  you’ll  have  to  accompany  me 
to  the  castle  dungeon",  said  the 
Warden  (he  was  into  S&M). 

"I  refuse"  cried  Rubbing  Head,  and 
beating  him  off,  he  disappeared  into 
the  woods. 

A short  while  later,  he  was  alerted  by 
the  calls  of  two  strangers  running  after 
him. 

"We  had  to  thank  you  for 
distracting  the  Warden"  they  panted. 


“He  was  getting  hot  on  our  tails.  You 
know,  in  town  he  is  called  ‘Heinz  57’ 
because  he  is  a known  carrier  of  57 
social  diseases.". 

Rubbing  Head  shuddered  at  how 
close  he  had  been  to  a painful  demise. 
"Who  arc  you?"  he  queried. 

We  re  outlaws,  and  now  you  are 
too.  We’re  on  our  way  to  the  Meating 
PJacc  now." 
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It  just  so  happened  that  at  that  time 
the  outlaw  men  were  looking  for  a 
leader,  and  had  already  decided  that 
the  leader  would  be  the  winner  of  a 
shooting  contest. 

On  the  day  of  the  contest,  they  put 
up  a target  in  a clearing  in  the  woods, 
and  called  on  Rubbing  Head  to  hit  the 
bullseyc  from  five  paces. 

“That's. no  contest"  said  Rubbing 
Head,  "I'll  show  you  a target  " He 
then  left  with  his  trusty  bow  and 
arrow,  shot  a cat,  cut  off  its  tail  and 
headed  back  to  the  clearing.  Here  he 
tied  the  tail  into  a loop,  and  hung  it  by 
a string  from  a tree  so  that  it  swayed  in 
the  wind.  “I  challenge  anyone  to  shoot 
through  the  loop  at  20  paces  without 
getting  the  fur  wet." 

“So  do  we”  replied  the  others. 
“You  do  it." 

So  Rubbing  Head  counted  out  20 
paces,  turned  around,  braced  himself, 
and  took  a shot  at  it  . A gasp  arose  from 
the  crowd,  for  he  came  right  through 
the  hole  without  wetting  the  fur. 

"Aw,  that  was  just  luck"  humphed 
a dissenter. 

Rubbing  Head  repeated  the  feat! 


The  outlaw  band  unanimously 
declared  Rubbing  Head  the  leader, 
and  then,  while  some  practised  on  the 
furry  loophole  from  very  close  range, 
others  just  dispersed  to  party  around  in 
general. 
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After  a couple  of  weeks  with  the 
outlaw  band,  Rubbing  Head  found 
himself  getting  tired  of  the  same  old 
outlaws  day  in  and  day  out,  and 
decided  to  set  out  to  recruit  new 
members  of  merit  for  the  band. 

He  wandered  through  the  woods  for 
many  days,  Due  to  bad  luck  in  locating 
deer,  Rubbing  Head  found  himself 
going  squirelly.  Having  found  squirrels 
to  be  of  no  value,  he  came  across  a 
stream.  With  similar  intentions  in  the 
opposite  direction  came  a big  man 
with  a big  stick.  The  only  path  across 
was  on  a hollow  log  which  appeared  to 
belong  to  the  big  man.  Both  men 
mounted  the  log. 

"Back  off,  I'm  cumming  across." 
snarled  Rubbing  Head. 

Fuck  off,  its  my  log  and  I'm 
cumming  across."  growled  the  big 
man. 

The  two  men  hotly  contested  the  log 
for  a couple  of  minutes.  Then  the  big 
man,  due  to  his  supetior  wrist  action, 
dealt  Rubbing  Head  an  amazing  blow. 
Rubbing  Head  was  knocked  into  the 
creek. 

Upon  crawling  out,  Rubbing  Head 
said  "Boy,  that  was  some  blow  job. 
Who  arc  you,  anyway?" 

I’m  known  as  Littlejohn,  and  I'm 
on  my  way  to  join  Rubbing  Head’s 
outlaws"  he  replied  (this  was  an 
amazing  coincidence). 


Those  silly  artsics!  Having  given  up 
on  trying  to  defeat  engineers  at 
everything  else  — drinking,  screwing, 
and  journalism  — they  finally  resorted 
to  the  last  bastion  of  artsie  defense  — 
bullshitting. 

A few  of  the  boys  were  sitting 
around  the  Toikc  Office  waiting  for  a 
big  story  to  break.  “Intelligent  Life 
Found  in  Pharmacy  Building",  or 
something  like  that.  Suddenly  the 
phone  rang.  Dug,  AWKTE,.  reached 
toward  his  desk,  grabbed  his  peanut 
butter  sandwich  and  answered  it.  After 
having  the  principle  of  the  telephone 
explained  to  him  (what  can  you  expect 
from  an  Industrial?)  the  following 
conversation  occurred. 


Dug(speaking  into  the  ear  piece): 
Hello? 

A Seductive  Female  Voice:  Hello? 

Dug:  I’m  sorry  I can't  hear  you.  (the 
phone  is  corrected  for  him) 

A.S.F.V.:  Hello? 

Dug:  Hi.  You  have  a nice  voice.  Want 
to  fuck? 

A.S.F.V.:  No.  I’d  like  to  debate. 
Resolved  “that  the  engineers  are  the 
life  blood  of  the  university". 

Dug:  OK.  I'll  buy  that. 

A.S.F.V.:  No,  you  have  to  debate  it. 

Dug:  You  said  it  was  resolved. 


A.S.F.V  : That’s  why  you  have  to 
debate  it. 

Dug:  Is  this  a test? 


Upon  realizing  that  the  girl  was 
serious,  and  besides  that  the  artsies 
wanted  to  debate  what  was  obviously  a 
self-evident  truth,  a search  was  put 
under  way  for  two  intelligent,  witty, 
eloquent,  verbose,  and  sober 
engineers.  After  this  failed  John  and 
Barry,  or  Barry  and  John,  alias  Joe  and 
Joe,  or  Joe  and  Joe  were  selected  to  lead 
the  inimitable  engineering  debating 
team.  Shortly  before  the  event  was  to 
take  place,  the  debating  team  and  its 
motley  crew  of  supporters  met  in  the 
office  of  Joe,  AWKESP  for  last  minute 
briefings  and  blessings. 

$5000  lost  at  Oktoberfest"  he 
moaned  over  and  over  again.  With 
that  the  team  and  its  supporters 
marched  off  towards  the  debating 
forum.  A makeshift  Bnad  of  the 
musically  inept  was  formed-  to  ac- 
company the  debaters.  To  the  tunc  of 
Colonel  Bogey's  march  (played 
simultaneously  in  three  different  keys 
and  two  rhythms)  the  debaters  made  a 
grand  awe-inspiring  entrance  to  the 
scene  of  the  confrontation. 

After  repeated  demands  for  encores 
from  the  Bnad  were  no  longer  met 
with  enthusiasm  the  debate  was 
begun. 

The  Speaker  of  the  House,  a small, 
squeaky-voiced,  obnoxious  artsie  called 
upon  Barry,  as  leader  of  Her  Majesty's 


Oct.  25,  1977 

loyal  government  and  defender  of  the 
faith,  to  make  the  opening  comments. 
He  spoke  in  soft,  melodious  tones  of 
the  * many  achievements  and  ac- 
complishments of  the  engineers.  It  was 
truly  a stirring  moment.  His  eloquence 
brought  the  audience  close  to  tears. 
After  this  explanation  of  the 
engineers’s  obvious  contributions  to 
university  life  the  opposition  was  left 
all  but  speechless  (unfortunately).  The 
first  limp-wristed  artsie  debater 
mumbled  a few  apologies  for  being  an 
obviously  lower  life  form  and  tried 
unsuccessfully  to  justify  his  continued 
existence.  He  offered  a few  feeble 
examples  of  artsie  contribution  to 
university  life.  SAC  (ha,  ha)  and  the 
Varsity  (guffaw,  guffaw)  and  then  sat 
down  in  wretched  despondency.  After 
this  puerile  blithering  the  speaker 
asked  the  second  speaker  for  the 
Engineering  Society,  and  also  a 
defender  of  the  faith,  to  grace  them 
with  his  words.  He  spoke  with  brevity 
and  wit  directly  to  the  point.  Then  he 


delivered  a last  withering  barrage  of 
verbal  abuse  on  the  limp-wristed  artsie 
debaters.  The  wit  and  humour  with 
which  he  made  his  points  caused  great 
guffaws  of  laughter  on  the  engineering 
side.  He  praised  the  organization  and 
skill  with  which  Skule  typifies  its 
activities,  and  cited  many  points  of 
engineering  superiority:  the  BFC,  the 
Bnad,  etc.  He  did  not  mention  Joe 
AWKESP. 

The  enemy  was  reduced  to 
grovelling  and  begging  forgiveness  for 
daring  to  stand  up  and  compare 
themselves  to  the  obviously  superior 
Skulemen.  After  kicking  a few  of 
them  in  the  teeth  the  triumphant 
ensemble  returned  to  their  classes, 
comforted  in  the  knowledge  that  they 
were  still  the  best. 


Rag  Runs  Red  Herring 
Risks  Reprisal 


The  engineers,  by  their  ceaseless 
frolicking,  have  this  fall  drawn  upon 
themselves  the  wrath  of  the  staff  of  the 
University  trash  rag,  the  Varshitty 
(good  only  for  mopping  up  beer 
spills). 

The  straw  that  broke  the  camel's 
back  was  the  Engineering  Scavenger 
Hunt  looting  of  the  Varshitty  orifice, 
in  which  a phone,  a typewriter,  a ship 
captain  s clock,  and  all  of  last  years 
Varshitty  files  were  stolen.  The  files 
were  returned  immediately.  We 
forgave  the  Flrosh  for  not  recognizing 
something  so  worthless.  After  a guest 
appearance  at  the  second  Toike 
makeup,  the  typewriter  and  the  phone 


were  returned.  The  clock  was  stolen  by 
an  incognito  thrce-dimentional  artsie 
infiltrator,  who  thought  he  was  doing  a 
great  spy  job  in  his  monocle  and 
German  SS  army  uniform,  (he  had 
seen  all  of  the  spy  movies)  muttering 
"Gott  in  Himmcl"  every  now  and 
then. 


In  their  rage,  the  Varshitty  gave  the 
Engineers  some  of  the  best  journalistic 
coverage  seen  in  that  paper  for  years. 
Of  course,  this  was  counterproductive; 
the  Engineers  loved  it,  and  some  even 
started  reading  the  Varshitty  to  find 
out  what  they  had  done  the  night 
before . 
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It  took  the  Varshitty  a week  to 
realize  this,  and  at  that  time  they 
decided  to  stage  a return  raid  on  the 
Toike  Offices,  to  get  bargaining  chips 
for  the  return  of  their  clock.  The 
foundation  for  this  raid  was  laid  at  a 
secret  inside  Varshitty  meeting  in  a 
spot  of  brilliant  thinking,  and  their 
council  of  war  decided  to  steal  only 
useful  items.  The  question  that 
stumped  them  all  was  what  constituted 
useful. 

Jim  O’Leary,  the  sports  editor, 
said,’ 'I’m  getting  tired  of  trying  to 
bite  bottles  open;  let's  get  a bottle 
opener." 

The  aforementioned  artsie  infiltrator 
complained  that  he  was  being 
frustrated  by  scratches  on  his  monocle, 
and  would  like  another. 


The  Editor  in  Chief,  Mario  Cutajar, 
said, "I’m  gonna  be  frank  with  you 
guys:  I'm  a eunuch.  I’ve  heard  that 
the  Engineers  have  BALLS,  and  I'd  like 
a pair  to  replace  the  missing  parts.  ’ ' 


Thus  it  was  decided,  they  would  raid 
the  Toike  Office,  and  get  a bottle 
opener,  a monocle  and  some  BALLS.. 
So  on  the  3rd  of  October,  this  clan- 
destine group  dressed  up  in  black  cat 
burglar  outfits,  and  ceremoniously 
dubbed  themselves  "Mario’s 
Marauders".  They  stepped  out  into 
the  street  and  into  the  shadows. 


The  next  hour  they  made  their  way 
down  St.  George,  dodging  from  cover 
to  cover  in  order  not  to  he  seen.  When 
they  arrived  at  the  Metro  Library 
Building,  they  forced  open  the 
unlocked  door  and  dashed  inside. 
Being  artsies,  they  took  the  stairs  up, 
instead  of  the  elevator.  Once  upstairs 
they  again  forced  the  unlocked  Toike 
office  door,  but  then  they  realized  they 
had  been  in  the  building  for  three 
whole  minutes  and  might  get  caught. 


In  a panic,  they  grabbed  what  they 
could,  and  in  a state  of  total  disper- 
sion, scrambled  onto  the  street.  Then 
they  raced  as  fast  as  their  little  feet 
could  carry  them  back  to  the  Varshitty 
orifice,  hoping  that  the  BFC  (if  it  really 
did  exist)  wasn’t  onto  them. 


Once  in  the  safety  of  their  orifice, 
with  the  doors  locked  and  barred 
behind  then,  they  checked  out  their 
take.  O’Leary  grabbed  a brew  and  his 
new  bottle  opener,  but  couldn't  open 
the  bottle,  because  the  opener  was 
actually  a Hibachi  grill  holder.  "Oh 
well"  he  said, "It  doesn't  matter.  I’m 
already  used  to  getting  glass  splinters 
stuck  between  my  teeth". 


The  aforementioned  artsie  infiltrator 
stuck  his  monocle  in  his  eye,  and 
found  that  he  could  see  nothing 
through  it,  because  it  was  actually  an 
obsolete  camera  lens.  "Oh  well”,  he 
said,  "I  can  always  look  out  the  other 
eye.” 


Bring  your  roommate 

Donate  blood  together 

MEDICAL  SCIENCES  BUILDING 
OCT  31st  THRU  NOV  4m/ 7 7 


Mario  looked  over  his  box  ol  balls. . . 
electric  typewriter  balls  (the 
Engineering  staff  had  taken  their 
BALLS  home  with  them  as  usual).  A 
good  natured  guy,  he  guffawed,  " 
Well  I still  can’t  lay  chicks,  but  at  least 
I can  type  ‘Mario  was  here'  across  their 
twats." 

Since  then,  the  Hibachi  grill  holder 
and  the  camera  lens  have  been 
returned.  The  Varshitty  staff  retained 
the  typewriter  balls  as  bargaining 
chips,  but  the  Toike  hasn’t  got  their 
clock  anyway  (and  besides,  the  Toike 
hasn't  got  the  right  type  of  typewriter 
for  the  balls). 


MON.,  TUES.,  WED  a FRIDAY 


What  happened  to  the  virgin  Avon 
Lady?  Max  Factor. 
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10 ; 00am  TO  4:00f?M 

THURSDAY  NOV  3rd. 
1 0 ■ 00am.  to  6 ; 3G?m. 


Give  Hood.  Be  a friend  for  life. 
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A Newfie  set  out  to  swim  the 
mainland.  He  got  Vt  of  theway  across 
the  gulf,  and  he  realized  he  was 
growing  weak.  Still  he  persevered,  At 
the  halfway  mark,  a numbness  began 
to  creep  throughout  his  body.  But  his 
determination  overcame  his  mere 
physical  disorders.  At  the  = mark  he 
grew  oblivious  of  sense  and  direction, 
but  somehow  the  will  within  him 
drove  him  further  still,  up  until  the 
point  where  he  caught  a glimpse  of  his 
goal:  the  mainland  shore,  but  just  at 
that  instant,  he  realized  that  he  could 
no  longer  endure  such  aunguish . 

So  he  turned  back. 
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U If  T IAKSKN lOMMATE 


U ofT  Oarsmen  Dominate 

On  Saturday,  Oct. 8,  the  mighty  U 
of  T established  itself  as  the  power  in 
Canadian  University  Rowing. 

The  sub — human  mutations  from 
Western  were  crushed  in  4 straight 
races.  The  Novice  crew,  composed 
primarily  of  fizz — edders,  started  the 
rout  with  a convincing  5 lengh  win 
over  Western,  McMaster  etc.  etc.  ad 
nauseum. 

The  Junior  Varsity  and  the  Light- 
weights both  destroyed  all  competition 
easily  as  they  left  everyone  at  the 
starting  gate. 

The  race  of  the  day  was  the  Varsity 
eights.  Geological  Engineer,  Jim 
Edward,  who  is  being  serviced 
regularity  by  an  X — ray 
technician shir,  wrong  story. 

Geological  Engineer,  Jim  Edward, 
who  rows  6 scat  in  the  Varsity  boat 
neatly  outlined  the  race.  "Guelph  was 
our  main  worry  since  they  won  2 weeks 
in  a row.  At  Hamilton,  we  started 
quick,  I was  moving  in  and  out 
smoothly  and  with  my  quick  hands 
and  easy  rhythm,  came  across  the 
finish  line.  She  didn't  have  chance." 
What  ever  you  say  Jim . 


As  was  expected,  the  victory  was 
celebrated  with  jubilation  on  the  bus 
where  more  U.  of  T.  rowing  history  was 
made.  Our  team  scholars,  Geological 
engineer  Dave  Harquail,  Geologist 
Bob  Boraks,  and  our  legal-eagle  law 
student,  Larry  "Wild  Man"  Marshall 
composed  the  U of  T Rowing  Crew 
Cheer  while  sprawled  out  semi- 
unconsious  on  the  bus  floor.  "Eternal 
Fuck"  cried  Bob,  "We  have  a 
masterpiece."  And  indeed  we  did.  All 
the  T.  of  T.  oarsmen,  including  the 
driver,  and  led  by  bandmaster  John 
Lowry  and  social  coordinator  Pete 
Mckcnna,  joined  together  in  singing 
our  new  crew  cheer. 

Sung  with  lots  of  gusto! 

U ofT,  U of  T,  Fuck!  Fuck!  Fuck! 

U ofT,  U ofT,  Don't  get  stuck! 

U ofT,  U ofT,  Hit  that  catch! 

U of  T,  U of  T , Eat  that  snatch ! 

U of  t,  U ofT,  Won’t  be  sunk! 

U of  T,  U of  T,  Loves  that  cunt! 

U ofT,  U ofT,  Can’t  be  beat! 

U ofT,  U ofT,  Eat!  Eat!  Eat! 

U of  T,  U of  T,  Rowing  Fever! 

U of  T,  U of  T,  Split  that 
beaver!!!!!! 


To  really  get  the  'feet  of  the  cheer, 
you  need  an  unlimited  supply  of  beer, 
wood  alcohol,  or  woolite.  Also  an 
unlimited  supply  of  drunken  bearded 
clams,  would  you  believe  vertical 
smile? 

On  Oct.  29,  the  teams  leave  for  St. 
Catherines  to  compete  in  the 
O.U.A.A.  Championship.  The  U of  T 
crews  expect  a complete  sweep  of  the 
events,  and  Western  et  al  need  not 
bother  attending  since  they  might  as 
well  save  their  bus  fare  for  next  year. 

After  winning  the  O.U.A.A. 
Championships,  the  team  will 
celebrate  with  the  Erindale  women's 
crew  in  the  back  of  the  bus.  The  ladies 
just  love  to  practise  their  rowing 
techinique  such  as  quick  hands, 
moving  in  and  out  together,  and 
cumming  from  behind.  As  all  the 
women  say,  "U  ofT  oarsmen  stroke  it 
longer!" 

Hari 

or 

Nick  (The  Mu/f)  Timor 


WOMEN’S  SPIRTS 


Girls,  Girls,  Girls 
where  are  you? 

Engineering  Women’s 
Sports  has  begun  and  we 
need  bodies.  1st  and  2nd 
year  girls  are  especially 
needed.  You  girls  seem  to 
have  no  spirit  at  all. 

Get  involved  in  the 
activities  and  show  the 
world  that  contrary  to 
popular  belief,  the  girls 
walking  around  the 
Wallberg,  Galbraith, 
Mechanical  and  Mining 
Buildings  are  NOT 
NURSES. 

Sign-up  Areas 

1)  2nd  floor  Galbraith 
Women’s  Washroom 

2)  Annex 

3)  Wallberg  Common 
Room  Bulletin  Board. 

P.S.  Rosemary,  what 
happened  to  the  Wine  and 
Cheese  party? 
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•KTMEIFEST  SAWS 

The  fantastic  F!rosh  would  like  to 
congratulate  the  upper-classmen  on 
their  decisive  TIE  with  us.  The  first 
tug  of  war  was  between  the  F.'rosh  and 
Upperclass  Engineers.  Half  way 
through  the  match  the  upper- 
classmen, knowing  that  the  F!rosh 
were  much  too  strong  for  them, 
enlisted  five  fifths  of  the  St.  Mike’s 
Team  to  help  them.  The  Judge  barely 
noticed  this  and  disqualified  the 
upper-classmen  from  this  match.  The 
F!rosh  team  went  on  then  to  totally 
demolish  the  other  teams  such  as 
Forestry,  St.  Mike’s,  and  Vic.  The 
upper-classmen,  knowing  they  could 
not  beat  the  F!rosh  in  an  even  match, 
let  the  F!rosh  tire  out.  They-  let  the 
F!rosh  keep  up  the  Engineering  name 
in  domination  over  the  field  of  games. 

SWIIIIMC 

Have  you  ever  done  it  in  Hart  House 
Pool?.  . .SWIM! 

The  Interfaculty  Swimming 
Championships  are  cumming  up 
November  9 at  8:00am.  Engineering 
— the  defending  champions  are  ex- 
pecting some  spirited  challenges  from 
the  plebian  herds.  Skule  needs  the 
services  of  all  swimmers  and  former 
swimmers  to  successfully  demonstrate 
our  time  honoured  superiority  over  the 
artsie  scum. 

Physical  condition  is  irrelevant,  so,  if 
you  can  swim  two  lengths  of  Hart 
House  Pool  — join  the  Engineering 
Swim  Team. 

For  more  information  contact: 

Tim  Maryon  — 978 — 2607 
Henry  Vchovcc  — 245 — 6677. 

P.S.  Stroke  hard.  . .It’ll  come! 
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EDDIE  HUBBLE  Nightly  9 PM  - 1 AM 

QUARTET  OCT  24  - 29 


BUDD  IOHNSON 
QUARTET 
OCT  31  - NOV  5 


ERNESTINE 
ANDERSON 
NOV  7—12 


COVER  WEDNESDAY 
. - SATURDAY 
if  seated  before  8 PM 
NO  COYER 


VIC  DICKINSON 
QUINTET 
NOV  14  - 19 


700 


ECN’f  fOPOff  PPE  RIDICU10UI 
fCCE  COUPON  IN  IPi  PACK  Of 
Iff  SAC  PANDPOOP 


Hydro  Place 
University  Ave. 
595-0700 


